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Brittaine. 
Q x, | 
A MOST EXCEL- 
lentMonumene; wherein may be 
| Jeene all the antiquities: of th. King- 
dome, to the ſatisfagjon both of the 
Vaiuerſities,' or any other place ſtir- 


red with Emulation ong 
continuance 


Excellently figared out in 6 worthy Foe. 


Priated for Marunw Low xn». 


PLAINT;, METAPHORE 


cally applied to Dame Nature at a Parlia- 
ment held ( in the high Star-chamber ) by the 
Gods, for the preſeruation and increale of 
Enrths beanteors Phansx. 


A Solemne day of meeting mongſtthe Gods, 


And royall parliament there was ordained : 
The heauenly Synod was at open ods, 
Andmany harts with earthly wrongs were pained; 
Some came to craue excuſe, ſome to cemplaine 


Of heauic burdend priefes they did ſuftaine, 


Feſta ſhe told, her Temple was defiled : 
June bow that her nupriall knot was broken; 
Venus from ber ſonne Crpid was exiled : 
And Pallas tree with ignorance was ſhoken : 
Zellona rau'd at Lordlike cowardice, 
And Cpidthat fond Ladies were ſo nice. 


To this Aſſembly came Dame Varure weeping, 
And with her handkercher through wet with teares , 
She dried herrofie cheekes, made pale with fighine, 
Hanging her wofull head, head full of feares: 

And to /oxes ſelfe plac'd in a golden ſeare, 

She kneeld her downe, andthus gan to jntreate: 


Thou mightie Imperatorof the earth, 

Thou euer-living Regent of the aire, 

That coal! creatures giu'l? + liely breath, 
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2 Roſalins complaznr. 

Andtrundrelt wrath downetromthy firic chaire, 
Behold thy hancmaid, king of earthly kings, 
That tothy gracious {ght fad tidings brings, 


O--:arerich Phenxotexcceding beautic, 


(..- none-like Lillie inthe earth 1 placed; 
'S -1-/-4, to whom men owe durtiec : 
O icy witha milke-white Douc I graced: 


0 3c and noge luch, Gace the wide world was found, 
2th eucr Natore placed on the ground, 


F— 
b 


Fer head Tframedofaheaucnly map, 
Woanerein tlie ſeyentald vercues-were encloſed, 
When great Apollollept within my lap, 
Andi my boſome had his reſt repoſed, 
I cur away his locks of pureſt gold, 
And plac'd themon her head of earthly mould, 


When the leaſt whiſtling winddegios to ng, 
And gently blowes her haire abour her necke, 
Like ro chime of belsit ſoft doth ring, 
And with the pretie noiſethe wind'doth checke, 
Ableto lull afleepe a penfue bart, 
That of the round worlds {6r:owes beares a part, 
Her forchead js wplace for princely Joree 
To fit,and cenſure marters ofumport 2» 
Wherein men reade the {weete conceipts of Louc, 
To which hart-pained Louers dorefort, 
Andin this 1 ablct ftiad to cure the wound, 


For which no ſalue orherbe was cucriound, 
Vnder 


Rofalins complaint. 


Vnder this mirrour, arc her princely eyes: 
Two Carbuncles, two rich imperial! lights; 
That ore the day and night do ſoueraignize, 
And their dimmetapers to their reſt {he friglts: 
Her eyes excell the Moone and glorious Sonne, 
And whenſherifeth al their force is donne, 


Her moming-coloured cheekes,inwhich is plactd, Cherke: 
—_—_ «1, C p! F vr 
A Lillie lyingina bed of Roles, 
Thispart aboue all other I have grac'd, 
For ia the blew veines you may reade ſweet poſies: 
When ſhe doth-bluſh,che Heauens do war red, 
Whenſhe lookes pale, that heauenly Front is dead, 


Her chinnealitle licle pretie thing, Chime, 
In which the.{weet carnatian Gelli-floyer, 
Is cound cacompalt ina cbriftall ring, 
Aud ofthar pretie Orbe doth beare a power: 
No (torme of Enuie can this glorietouch, 


Though many ſhould affay it oucrmuch, 


Her lippes two rubie Gates from whence doth ſpring, 
Sweet honied deaw by an intangled kifſe, 
From forth thele glories doth the Night-bird ſing, 
A Nightingale that no right notes/will male; 

Tru: learned Eloquence and Poerrie, 


Do come betwene thelte dores of cxcellencie. 


Lipyes: 


Her teeth are bewed fromrich cryſtaFRockes, 
Or from the Indiampearle of much efteem, 
Theſe in a cloſet her deep counie}}lockes, 
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10Ngue, 


Necke. 


Arms, 


Broaſtes, 


Roſalins complaint. 
And are as porters to ſo tairg'a Queege, 

They taſte the dier pfthejeat nly traine; :+ | 

Ocher baſe g they do (tilt dildaine, - 


Hertonguethe viterer of all glorious things, 
The filuer clapper ofthat goldenbell, 
That neuer ſoundeth but to mightie Kings, 
And when ſhe ſpeakes, her ſpeeches do excell: 
Hein a happie chaire himſelfe dothplace, 
Whoſe name with her ſweet tongue ſhe meansto grace, 


Her necke is Veſ{as (iluex conduiR pipe, 
In which ſhe powers perfeRt chaſticic, 
And of the muskie grapes in ſommer ripe, 
She makes a liquor of ratietic, | 
That dies this {warme-like piller to a white, 
More glorioils thenthe day wich all hislight. 


Her breaſts twocryſtall orbes of whiceſt white, 
Twolittle mounts from whence lifes comfort ſprings, 
Bertweene thoſe hillockes Cupiddoth delight 
Toſitand play,and inthat valley (ings: 

Looking loue-babies m her wanton eyes, 

That all grofſe yapours thence doth chaſieſize, 


Her armes are branches of chat filuer tree, 
That men ſurname the rich He#perides, 
A preciouscircling ſhew of modeſtic, 
Vhen ſhe dothſpreadtheſe glories happines: 
Ten timestenthouſandbleflingshe dothrifte, 
Whoſe circled armes ſhallclingabout her waſte, 
Her 


-— 


Roſalins complaint. 


Her hands are fortunes palmes, where men may reade 


His firſt houres deſtiny, or weale or woe, 
When ſhe thissky-like mapabroad doch ſpreade, 
Like pilgrimes many to this Saint do go, 
And in her hapd, white hand, they there do (ce 
Loue lying in a bed of yuorie, 


Her fingers long and ſmall do grace her hand; 
For when ſhe coucheth-the {yveere ſounding Lute, 
The wild vntamed bealtsamaz'd do Rand, 
And carroll-chantipg birds are ſudden mute : 
O fingers how yougracethe ſiluer wires, 
Andin humanitic burne Yew fires! 


Herbellie (6 grace incomprebenſible 
Far ers r the mille—white -—— An 
O might Arabian Phamx come indifible,  - 
And onthis mountaine build a glorious bower, 
Then Sunne and Ma6ne astapetsto her bed; 
Wouldlight loues Lord rotake ; 
!£ 
Be ſtill my thoughts, be filent all yea Muſes, 
Wir-flowingeloquence now gr2:2 my tongue: 
Ariſc old Homey and make no excules, 
Of a rare peec' ofart muſt bemy ſon 
Of more then moſt, and moſt of all beloued, 


About the which Yer ſwette doves hauc houered, 


There isa place in louely paradize, 

From whencethe Gehon overfloyes, 

A fountaine offi OR | 
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Fingers, 


Bel(te. 


Wots, 
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Feele, 


Roſalinscomplaint. 
That none the lacred, ſacred vertucs knowes, 
W2lled abour, becoKaingſure- defence, 
Wuhtrecs of life, ro:keepebad errors thence. 


Her Thighs ewo pillers fayer far then faire, 
Two vnderprops of that celeltiall houſe, 
That Mankon that is Zanos filuer chaire, 
In which Amotofia VE N# $:doth caroute, 
And in her thighs the pretyweines are running 
Like Chrillall rivers from the maine fireames flowing, 


Her Legges are madeas gracestothereſl, 

So pretic, white, and ſo proportionate, 

That leades her to loues royall ſportiue nelt, 

Likeco alight bright Angelin her gate : 
For why nocreaturein the earth buc ſhe, 
Is like an Angell, Angelllether be. 


Her Feete(now draw Irtoconcluſion) 3 
Are neat and litle to gelight the eye, 
No tearme in all humane invention, 
Or in the veine of fweee writ Poetrie 
Can ere be found,to give her feetthat grace, 
T hat beares her corporate Soulefrom place to place, 


Andifby night ſhewalke,the Marigold, 
That doth-incloſe the glorie of her eye, 
At her approch her beauty doth vnfold, 
And ſpreads her ſelfe in all-her royalcie, 
Suchvertue hath this Phaaix glaſly ſhield, 
That Floures and Heibs « het faire fight do yeeld. F 
= Aa 


Roſalins complaint, 


Andif ſhe grace the Walkes within the day, 

Flora doth ſpreade an Arras cloth of flowers, 

Before her do the prety Satires play , 

And make her banquets in their leauic Bowers : 
Head, Haire,Brow,Eyes,Cheeks, Chin and all, 
Lippes, Teeth, Tong, Neck, Breits,Belly are maieſtica!l, 


This Phenix I do feare me will decay , 
And from her a{hes nenerwill ariſe 
Another Bird her-wings for to dilplay, 
And her rich beauty for to equalize : 
The Arabian hers are too dull and baſe , 
To make another ſpring within her place, 


Therefore dread Regent of theſe Elements , 

Picie poore Nature in her Artexcelling , 

Giue thou an-humble.careto my laments, 

That to thee hauea long true tale beene telling, 
Other, who when pleaſe thee to behald, 
Her outward fight ſhall bewtiey pride vatold. 


At theſe words Tove ood as amanamazed, 
And Inno; loue-bred bewtie turndeto wight, 
Venus ſhe bluſh, and ondawe Nature gazed, 
And Veſtaſhe began to weepe outright : 
And litle (%p:4 poore boy,{Frucke in loue, 
With reperitionof this earthly. Dove. 


But atthe laſt 7oze gan torouſe his [pirig, 

And told dame: Narmreitther fweet diſcoule; 

Her womans Foung did nur beſore Ly Wit, 
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8 Roſalins complaint. 
Such a faire ſoule her ſelfe could never nurſe , 
Norin the valtic earth was ever liuing, 
Such beauty thar all beaury was excelling, 


Nature was firucke with pale temeritie , 

To ſeerhe Godofrhunders lightning eyes; 

He ſhooke his knotty baireſo wrathtully, 

As ifhe did the heauenly rout deſpiſe: 
Then downe vpon her knee dame Natwre fals , 
And on the great godsnamealoud ſhe cals. 


[one thou ſhalt ſee my commendations, 

To be vnworthie and impartial , 

To make ofher an extallation, 

Whole beauty is devine maieſticall; 
Looke on that painted piRture there, behold 
The rich wrought Phenix of Arabian gold. 


loxes eyes were ſetled otrher painted eyes; 

Toxe bluſhing ſmil'dahe _ (mil'd againe; 

Joue ſpoke toher,and in hisheart did riſe 

Loues amours, but thepiRare did diſdaine 
Toloue the god, Jove would haue ole a kiſle, 


But 7-0 being by, denyed himthis. 


When all che reſt beheld this counterfeir, 
They knew the ſubſtance was of rarer price : 
Some gaz'd ypon her face,on which did waite 
; As meſlengers, hertwa celeſtial eyes; 
Eyes wanting fire, did giue a lightening flame, 


How much more would ber eyes mans ſences tame? 


Then 


Roſalins complain. 


Then all the Gods and Goddefles did decree, 
In humble maner to increat of owe, 
Andeuery power ypon his bended knee, 
Shewd faithfull ſeruice in dame Natwres loue, 
Intreating him to pacitic his Icc, 
And raife another Phanx of ney fire. 


Her picture from [oxes eyes hath baniſht Hate, 

And Milgdneſle plaindthe furrowes of his brovw, 

Her painted ſhape hath chaſtiſed debate, 

And now to pleafurethem he makes a vow: 
Then thus Zoze {pake,tis pittic ſhe ſhould die, 
Andleaue nootipring of her Progenie, 


Nature go hie thee, get thee Phabus chaire, 
Curthrough theskie,and leaue Arabia, 
Leaucthatil working peece of truitleſle ayre, 
Leaue me the plaines of white Zrytanza, 
Theſe countries haue no fue to raiſe that flame, 
Thatto this Pheny bird can yeeld a name, 


There is a countryClymat fam'd of old, 
That hath to name delightſome Paphos lle, 
Ouer the mountaine tops to trudge be bold, 
There let thy winged Horſesreſt awhile: 
Wherein avale like Crpariſſ# groue, 
Thou {halt behold a ſecond Phanixloue, 


A champion country full of fertill Plaines, 

Greene graſſie Medowes|little prettie Hils, 

Aboundane pleaſure in this place remaines, 
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Roſalins complaint. 


And plenteous ſweetes this heauenly clymar filles; 
Faire flowing bathes that iſſue from the rockes, | 
Aboundant heards of bealisthat come by flock«s. 


High ſiately Czdars,ſturdie bigge arm'd Okes, 
Great Poplers,and long trees of Libanoy, 
Sweete {melling Firre that frankenſence prouckes, 
And Pine apples from whence ſweetiuyce doth come: 
The ſomuner-blooming Hauthorne;ynder this 
Faice Ven:es from Adonrs ole a kifle, 


FineThickets and rough Brakes for ſportand pleaſure, 
Places to hunt the light-foote nimbleRoe: 
Theſe groues Diana did account her treaſure, 
Andin the cold ſhades,oftentimes did goe 
Tolie.her downe, faint, weary on the ground, 
Whileſt that her Nimphs about her daunft a round. 


A quire ofheauenly Angels tune their yoyces, 

And counterfeit the Nog in ſinging, 

Ac which delight ſome pleaſure ſhe reioyces, 

And Plexty from her cell her gifts is bringing: 
Peares, Apples,Plumsand the red ripe Cherries, 
S\weetStrawberrics with other daintie berries, 


Herc haunt the Satyres andthe Driades, X 
The Hamadriades and pretic Elues, 

That inthe groues withskipping many pleaſe, 

And runnealong ypon the water ſhelues: 

Heare /ſermaides (ing,but with Viſſer cares, 

The country Gallants do diſdaine their teares, 


-- 


Roſalins complain. 


The Crocadile and hifliog Adders ting, 

May not come neerethis holy plot of ground, 

No Moms inthis continent may fiog, 

Nor poiſon-ſpitting Serpent may be found: 
Here Milke and Hony hke two riucrs ran, 
As fruitefull as the land of Canaan, 


What ſhal I ſay?thceir Orchards ſpring with plentie, 
The Gardens ſmell like F/or a4 paradice, 
Bringing increaſe from one tonumber ewentic, 
As Lycorice and ſweet Arabian ſpice; 
No place is found ynder bright heauens faire blifſe, 
To bearethe name of Parads/e but this. 


Hard by a running ſtreame or cryſtall fountaine, 
Wherein rich Orzent peatle is often found, 
Enuiron'd with a bigh and ſteepie mountaine, 
A fertill ſoile'and fruitful plot of ground, 
There ſhaltthou finderue Honors louely Square, 
That for this Phenix keepes Promethers fire, 


His bower wherein he lodgeth allthe night, 

Is fram'd of Czdars and high loftic Pine, 

I made his houſe tochaltice thence deſpight, 

And fram'ditlikethis heauenly roofgof mine: 
His name is Liberall hoxor,and his hart, 
Aymes at true faithfull ſeruice and defart. 


Looke on hisface,and in his browes doth fit, 
Bloud and ſweerte Mercic hand in hand vaited, 
Bloudto his foes, a preſident molt fir 
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2 R oſalins complaint, 
For ſuch ashaue his gentle humour ſpited: ' 
His Haire is curPd by naturemild and tmeeke, 
Hangs carelefſedowneto ſhrowd a bluſhing cheeke, 


Giue him this Ointment to annoint/his Head, 
This precious Balmezolay vntohis feer, 
Thelſc {hall dire him to this Phenix bed, 
Where ona high hillhe this Bird ſhall/meet: 
Andof their Aſhes by my doome ſhal rife, 
Another Phenix her to equalize, _ 


This ſaid the Gods and Goddeſſes did applaud, 

The Cenſure of this thumndring Magiſtrate, 

And Nature gaue him everlatting laud, 

| And quickly in the dayes bright Coach ſhe gate 

4 | Nowne to the earth, ſhe*s whirled through the ayre; 
Tone ioyae thele fires,thus Yen: made her prayer, 


——_—_— 


De es MS 


An Introdudtion to the Prayer. 


| Viderthou great Guider of the Sunne and Moone, 
Thou elementall fauourerof the Night, 
| | My vadeſerued wit, wit ſprongroo ſoone, 
To giue thy greatnefle euerie gracious right: 
Ler Pen, Hand, Wit and yndeſerving tongue, 
Thy praiſe and honor fing incuerie long, 


In my poore prayer guide my Hand atight, 
Guide my dull Wir, guide all wy dulled Senſes, 
Let thy bright Taper giue me faithfull bghr, 


A Prayer. 


And from thy Booke of life blot my offences: 
Then arm'd withthy proteQtiorrand thy loue, 
Ile make my prayer forthy Turtic-doue, 


eA Prayer made for the profperitie of 
aſiluer coloured Doue,applyedtothe 
beauteors Phenix. 


'©® Thou great maker of the firmamenr, 
Thatrid'(t ypon the winged Chernbize, 
And on the glorious ſhining element, 
Hear'li the ſad praiers of the Seraphing, 
That vnto thee continually hag Hymnes: 
Bow downethy liltning eares thou God of might, 
To him whoſe heart will praiſe thee day and night, 


Accept the humble Prajers of that ſoule, 
That now lies wallowing inthe mwyre of Sinne, 
Thy mercie Lord doth all my powers controule, 
And ſcarcheth reines and heart that are within: 
Thereforeto thee /ehowah Ile begin: 
Lifting my head from my impriſoned graue, 
No mercie but thy mercie me can jauc. 


The foule vntamed Lion ſtill goes roring, 
Old hell-bread Sathan enemy romankind, 
Toleade meto hisiawesthat are deuouring, 
Whercin no Grace to humane eiivs pilgp'% 
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A Prayer. 


But thou cele(tiall Father canſt him bind: 
Tread on his head,tread Sinne and Sarhan downe, 
And on thy ſeruants head ſet Mercies crowne. 


Thus in acceptance of thy glorious fight, 
I purge my deadly finne in hope of grace, 


| Thou artthe Doore,the Lanthorne and the Light, 


To guide my finfullfeete from place to place, 
And now O Chriſt I bow before thy face: 
And for the filuer coloured earthly Doue, 
I make my carneſtprayer forthy loue, 


Shrowde her © Lord ynder thy ſhadowed wings, 

From the worlds enuious malice and deccir, 

That like the adder-poiſoned ſerpent ſtings, 

Andin her way layes a corrupted baite, 

Yet raiſe her God yntothy mercies height: 
Guide her,o guide herfrom pernitious foes, 
That many of thy creatures ouerthrowes. 


Waſh her O Lord with Hyſope and with Thime, 
And the white ſnow ſhe ſhall excell in whiteneſſe, 
Purge her with mercie from all fnfull crime, 

And her ſoules glorie ſhall exceedin brightneſſe, 
O let thy mercie grow ynto ſuch ripeneſſe: 
Behold her, O behold hergratious King, 

Thar ynto thee ſweet ſongs of praiſe will ling, 


Andasthouleadſithroughthe redcoloured waves, 
The hoaſt of thy eleRted Iae!, abped 
And from the wrath of Pharoe ditithem fave, 


Appoin- 


A Prayer, 
Appointing them within that land to dyell, 
A hoſen land,a land whart did excell: 


So guide thy filuer Doue ynto that place, 
Where ſhe Temptations enuie may ourface. 


Increaſe thy gifts beſtowed on thy Creature, 
And multiply thy bleſſings manifold, 
And as thou hai adorned her with nature, 
So with thy bleſſed eyes her eyes behold, 
That in them doththy workmanſhip vnfold, 
Lether not wither Lord without increaſe, 
But bleſſe her with ioyes ofipring of ſweet peace. 
Amen 


_ Amer. 


Tothoſe of Tightbelecte. 


)'4 mo fauonrers of excelling Muſes, 
x4 of all Learning and Deſart, 


You whoſe (,onceit the deepeſt worke peruſes, 

Whoſe Indgements ſtill are gonerned by Art: 
Reade gently what you reade,this next conceit 
Fram'd of pure loue abandoning deceit. 


And youwhoſe dull Imagination, 

And blind conceited Error hath not knowne, 

Of Heybes and Trees rrue nomination, 

But thinke them fabulous that ſhall be ſhowne: 
Learne more, ſearch much,and ſurely you ſpall find, 
Plaine honeſt Truth and Knowledge comes behind. 


Then gently (gentle Reader ) do thou "Wi 
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Wature, 


Phanix. 


Natvre. 


ADaialogne. 


e Lad with a gracions looke grace what ts written, 


With ſoiiling cheare peruſe homely labor, 
With E::cs poifoned Sputefull looke not butten: 


Soſh.alt than caxſe my willing thought to ſlrine, 
T oadde more Honey to my new made Hine. 


—_—_— 
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A meeting Dialogue-wiſe betweene Na: 
: ture, the Phenix, and the Turtle Done. 


Li haile faire Phanix,whither art thou flying? 
Why inthe hot Sunne dolt thou ſpread thy wings? 
Morepleaſure ſhould{tthou take in cold ſhades lying, 
And for to bathe thy ſelfe in wholſome Springs, 
Where the woods feathered quier fweete)y ſings: 
Thy golden Wings andthy breaſts beauteous Eie, 
Willtall away in Phebz royalcie, 


O ſtay menot, Lamno Pharixl, 
And if Ibe that bird, I am defaced, 
Vponthe Arabian mountaines I mul nl 
And never with a poore yong Turtle grace 
Such operation in ar" Te code : 
What is my Beautic but a painted wal, 
My golden ſpreading Feathers.quickly fal, 


Why doſt thou ſhead thy Feathers, kill thy Hearr, 
Weep out thine Eyes,and ſtainethy golden Face? 
Why doft chiou of the worlds woetake a part, 
Andin relenting tearesthy ſelfe diſgrace? 


loyes mirthful Toweris thy dyclling place: 


A Dialogue. 


All Birdes for vertue and excelling beautie, 
Sing at thy reucrend feetin Loue aud Dutie. 


O how thou feed'ſt me with my Beauties praiſing ! Phanix, 
O how thy Praiſe ſounds from a golden Toung ! 
O how thy Toung my Vertues would be raiſing! 
And raiſing me thou doſt corrupt thy ſong: 
Thou ſceſt not Honie and Poiſon mixt among; 
Thou not'(t my Beautie with a icalouslooke, 
But doſt not ſec how Ido bayte my hooke. 


Tell me, Stell me, for I am thy friend, Netw, 
I am Dame Naterethar farſt gaue thee breath , 
That from Jowes glorious rich ſeate did deſcend, 
To ſet my Feere vpon this lumpiſh earth: 
What is the cauſe of thy ſad ſullen Mirth ? 
Haſt thou not Beauty, Vertue, Wir and Fauour : 
What other graces would'{t chou crauc of Nature? 


What is my Beauty but a vading Flower? TY 
Wherein men reade their deep-conceiued Thrall, 
Alluring ewentic Gallants in an hower, 
To be as ſcruile vaſlals at my Call ? 
My Sunne-bredlookes their Senſes doexhall: | 
But (6 my griefe ) where my faire Eyes would loue, 
Foule bleare-cyed Enuie doth my thoughts reprooue., 


What is my Vertue but a Tablitorie: 

Which if I did beſtow would more increaſc ? 

What is my Wir but an inhumane glorie : 

That to wy kind deare friends would proffer peace ? 
; D 
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Phamx, 


N atire, 


Phatmx; 


A Dialogue. 
P.ut O vaine Bird, giue ore in alence,ceale; 
Malice perchaunce doth hearken to tby words 
Tha: cuts thy threed of Loue withtwentic ſwords, 


Tellme ({O Mirrour) of our earthly time, 
Tel! me {weete Phenix gloricof mine age, 
Who blots thy Beauty with foule Exwmes crime, 
Andlocks thee vpin fond Swſpitions cage? 
Can any humane heart beare thee ſuch rage? 
Daunt their proud Romacks with thy piercing Eye, 
Vachaine Loucs {weetneſle at thy liberrie, 


What is't to bath meina wholeſome Spring, 

Or waſh mein acleere, deepe, running Well, 

When I no vertue from the ſame do bring, 

Nor ofthe balmie water beare a ſmell? 

It better were for me mongſt Crowes to dwell, 
Then flocke with Dones, whe Doues fi alwayes billing, 
And walte my wings of gold, my Beautic killing, 


Ile chaine foule &xwyto a brazen Gate, . 

And place deepe Make in a hollow Rocke, 

To ſome blacke deſert Wood Le baniſh. Hate, 

And fond S»fþitzonfrom thy fight He locke : 

Theſe ſhallnor tire, ler aniePorterknocke, 
Thou art but yong, freſh, greene, and muſtnot paſſe, 
Bur catch the hot Sunne with thy ſtecled glaſſe, 


That Sunne ſhinesnot withinthis Continent, 
That with his warme ayes can my deadBloud cheatiſh, 
Grolle cloudie Vapoursfromthis Aire is ſent, 

£5: = Nor 


A Dialogue. 


Not hot refleting Beames my heart tonouriſh, 
O Beamtie, I dofeare methou wilt periſh; 
Then gentle Natwrelet me take my flight, 
Bur cre I palle, ſet Exxze out of fight. 


Ile coniure him, and raiſe him from his graue, 
And pur ypon his head a puniſhment: 
Naturethy ſportive Pleaſure meanes to ſauc; 
Ie ſend him ro perpetuall baniſhmentr, 
Like to a totterd Furic ragdand rent ; 
Ile baftic him, and blind his Tcalous eye, 
That in thy actions Secrecic wouldprye, 


Ile coniure him, Ile raiſchim from his Cell, 

Ile pull his Eyes from his conſpiring head, 

Ile locke him in the place where he doth dwell; 

Ile (tarue him there, tillthe poore flaue be dead, 

That onthe poiſonous Adder oft hath fed: 
Theſethreatnings on the Helhound I will ay, 
But che pertormance beares the greater ſway. 


Stand by faire Phenix, ſpread thy Wings of gold, 


And dauntthetace of Heauen with thine Eye, 

Like /05 bird thy Beautie do vnfold, 

And thou ſhalt triumph ore thine enemie: 

Then thou and I in Phabxs coach will flic, 
Where thou ſhalc ſee andeaſt a ſecret Fire, 
That will adde ſpreading life cothy Deſire, 


Ariſe thou bleare-ey'd Exe from thy bed, 
Thy bed of Snakie poiſon and _—_— 
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Phaziis 


N uture, 


TLXANK,. 


Nan ' A 


Phenix, 


A Dialogue. 
V atnaske thy big-ſ{wolve Cheekes with poyſon red; 
For with thee I muſttrie Conelufion, 
Ard pl-guethee withche Worlds contuſion, 

] charge thee by ny Powerto appeare, 

And by Celeſtiall warrant to draw neate. 


- 


O what a miſtic Dampe breakes from the ground, 
Able it ſelfeto infet chisnoyſome Aire: 
As ifa caue of Toades themſclues did wound, 
Or poyſoned Dragons fellinto diſpaire , 
Hels damned ſent withthis may not compare , 
And in this foggie cloud there doth ariſe 
A damned Fcendore me to tyrannize, 


He thall nottouch a Feather of thy wing, 

Or euer have Authoritie and power, 

As he hath badio his dayes fecretprying, 

Ouer thy calmic Lookesto fend aſhower: 

Ile place thee now is ſecrecies ſweet Bower, 
Where at thy will in ſport and dallying , 
Spend out thy time in Amarous diſcourling, 


Looke Nyurce, looke Natwre how the Villaine ſyweates, 
His big-ſwolne Eyes will fall yntothe ground, 
Wrth tretting anguiſh he hisblacke brealt beates, 
As ifhe would true harted minds confound ; 
O keepe him backe, his fight my heart doth wound: 
O Erie it is thouthat mad'ſt me periſh, 
For want of that true Fire my hart ſhould nouriſh, 


But I will plague him for his wickedneſſe , 


Emnme 


A Dialogue. 


Fame go packe thee to ſome forreine foyle, 
To ſome delerrfull plaine or Wilderneſle, 
Where ſauage Moniters and wild beaſts do toyle, 
And with inbumane Creatvres keepe a coyle, 
Be gone Ilay,and neuer do returne , 
Tili this round compalt world with fire do burne, 


What is he gone? is Exe packt away ? 

Thenone fowle blot is mooued from his Throne, 

That my poote honeſt Thoughts did ſeeke to lay : 

Away fowle gricte,and ouer-heauic Mone, 

That do orecharge me with continual grones, 
Willyou not hence?then with downe- falling geatcs, 
Ile drowne my lelfeinripenefle of iny Yearcs, 


Cie pecuiſh Bird, what act thou franticke mad ? 
Wiltthou confound thy ſelfe with tooliſh Griete? 
If there be caule or meanes for to be had, 
Thy Nurſe and nouriſher will findreliefe: 
Then cell me all thy Accidents io bricfe; 

Haue I not baniſhe Zx«y torthy ſake ? 

I greater things for thee ile vndertake, 


Emie is gone and baniſhe from my fight, 
Baniſhr for ever comming any more : 
Bur in Arabia burnes another Light, 
A darke dimme Taper that I mult adore, 
This barren Countrey makes meto deplore - 
It is ſo ſapleſle that the very Spring, 
Makes tendernew-growne Plants be withiting, 


3 


XX 11ure. 


A Diatogue, 
Tine noiſome Aire is growne . 10us, 
The very Springs for want of Moifture die, 
The glorious Suane is here peltif2rous, 
No heatbes for Phifiche or | weet Swrgeric, 
No b2\me to cure hearts inward maladie: 
No gift of Vztwre,the is here defaced, 
Hearc-curi ng Z://:mum here is not placed, 


Is this the ſumme and ſubſtance of thy woe? 
I>:hische Anker-hold vntothy bote? 

I: this chy Sea of Griefe dothouerflow? 

it —_ Riv c (erpiibgriiy allote? 

I: cais che Leſſon cou haſt learn'd by rore? 


= is Th15 2 Pandi is this plot of Ground 
ubltznce ofthe Theame doth thee confound? 


— 
- 
fa 
fo 


= 15 the At 
The Lefſon and thoſublience of my Song, 
This is the Rocke my Ship did ſecke to ſhiuer, 
Andin this ground wich Adders was I ſtung, 
Andino lod i:ſome pit was often flung: 
My B Beautie and my Vertues captiuate, 
To Louc ac,diflembling Loue that I did hate, 


nker-hold,the Sea,the Riuer, 


Cheare vp thy ſpirit Pharx prune thy wings, 

And doul o:e-gild chy Fethersfor my newes; 

A Niginting aleand not a Raven ings, 

That irom alt blacke contention will excuſe 

Thy hcauy thoughts, and fer them co peruſe 
Another Clymat, where thou mailt expreſſe, 

A plot of Paradice tor worthinelle, 


A Dialogue. 


Iozc in divine giuinefſe ofhis Sou = 
That rides vpon his firie axaltree, 
That with his Mace doth humane fleſh controule, 
When of mans deedes he makes a Regiltrie, 
Louing the good for fingularitie: 

With a vail' 'd Countnance and a gracious Strile, 


Did bid me.plant my Bird in Paphos Ile, 


What ill diuining Planer did preſage, Ph+iis, 


My timeleſlc birth ſo timely brought tolight? 
What fatal Comet did his wrath engage; 
To worke a harmeleſle Bird ſuch worlds deſpight, 
Wrapping my dayes bliſſe jn blacke fables night? 
No Planet nor no Comet did con(pire 
My downefall,but foule Forrznes wrathfvl irc, 


What did my Beautie moue her to Diſdainc? 

Or did my:Vertues ſhadow all her Bliſſe? 

That ſhe ſhould place me in a defart Plaine, 

And ſend forth Exme with a Indas kiſle, 

To ting me witha Scorpions poiloned hifle? 
From my firlt birth-righttorto plant me care, 
Where I haue alwaiested on Gricte and Feare, 


Raile nor gainſt Fortwnes ſacred Deitie, Nature, 
In youth thy vertuous paticnce ſhe hath cyred, 
From this baſcearth ſhee'lc lift chee vp on hie, 
Where in Contents rich Chatiot thou ſhalt rice, 
And never with Impatiencetoabide: 

Fortzme will glorie inthy great renowne, 
And onthy teathered head will ſet a crowne, 


Nature. 


A Dialogue. 


T was tiine to come, for I was comfortleſle, 
And in my Youth haue bene Infortunace : 
This Ne of PaphosI do hope willbleſle, 
Andalter my halfe-rotten tortering ſtate ; 
My hearts Delight was almoſt ruinate , 
Inthis rich le a Twrtle had his neſt, 
Andina Wood of gold tooke vp his reſt. 


Fly inthis Chariot,and come fit by me, 
And we will leaue this ill corrupted Land, 
We'le take our courſe throughthe blew Azure skie , 
And ſetour feete on Paphos golden ſand, 
There of that Turtle Doxe we'le vnderſiand: 
And vifſite him inthoſe delightfull plaines, 
Where Peace conioyn'd with Plenty ill remaines, 


I come, I come, andnow farewell that ſtrond , 

Vpon wholecraggierockes my Ship was rent; 

Your ill beſeeming follies made me fond, 

And in a vaſtie Cell I'vp was pent, 

Where my freſh blooming Beauty I have fpenc, 
O blame your ſeluesill nurtred cruell Swaines , 
Thar fild my ſcarlet Glorie full of Staines, 


Welcome immortall Bewrie, we will ride 
Ouer che Semi-circleof Exropa, 
And bend our courſe where we will ſee the Tide, 
Thar partes the Continent of Africa , 
Where the great Cham gouernes Tarteria : 
And when the ſtarric Curtaine vales the night , 
In Pzphos lacred Ile we meanc to light, 


ADialogue. 


How glorious is this Chariot ofthe day, 
Where Phebus in his cryſtall robes is ſet, 
And to poore paſſengers direQts a way: 
O happie time fiance I with Natere met, 
My immelodious DiſcordT vnfrer: 


Andſing ſweet Hymnes, burn Myrrhe & Frankenſence, 


Honor that Iſle that is my ſure defence, 


Looke Phenix ore the world as thou doſtride, 

Andthou ſhalt ſeethe pallaces of Kings, 

Great buge-built Cities where high Scates abide, 

Temples of Gods,and Altarswith rich oftrings, 

To which the Prieſts their ſacrifices brings : 
Wonders paſt wonder, ſtrange Pyramides,” 
Andthe gold-gathering Strond of Zaphrazer. 


O whartrich pleaſure dwelleth in this Land! 
Greene ſpringing Medowes, high vpreared Hils, 
The white-flec{t Ewe brought tarne'vynto the hand, 
Faire runnivg Riuversthat the Countrie fils, 
Sweet flowers thatfaire balmy Deaw diltils, 
Great peopled Cities, whoſe carth-gracing ſhoyy, 
Time is aſham'dro touch or overthrow! 


Befilent gentle Phanx,lle repeate, 

Some of theſe Cities namesthat we deſcrie, 
And ofthair large foundation Ile intreate, 
Their Fonnder that firſt rear dthem vp on hie, 
Makiog a glorious SpeQtacle tocach cie: 
Warres wald Defender and the Countries grace, 
Not battred yet wich Times —_— Mace, 


Nature, 


Nature: 


26 A Dialogue. 

This Alfeed eAifred the father of faire Elfleds, 
fiſtdnded Foundedchree goodly famous Monaſterics, 
England mo 1, thi. large Ile of ſweete Britawmia, 
Shares, being , 
King of Not- For torefreſh the poore ſoules miſcries, 
thumbers, That were afflicted with calamijries: 

One inthe Towne ſurnamed Zdlingsey, 

Which after ages called Arhetney, 


The ſecond Houle of that Deuotion,, 
He did erect at worthy Wincheſter, 
A place well planted with Religion, 
Calledinthis age the new-builded Minſter, 
Aifred buried Still kept in notable reparation: 
Þ: the Catbe- And in this famous builded Monument, 


dra!l Church of : ; _ 
VVinchefte. His bodie was interd whenlife was ſpent. 


Thelaſtnot leaſt ſurpaſitygall che reſt, 
The uiuerſity Was O xfords honorable foundation, 
of Oxfordbuilt Since when with Leagnings glorie it is bleſt, 
by Alfred Begun by the godly cxhortation 
Of the Abbot Neot:e: direRtion: 
From whoſe rich womb pure Angell-like Diuinitie,, 
Hath ſproog to laue vs from Calamitie. 


Leyre the ſonne of Baldud being admitted, 

To bearethe burden of the Bririſh ſway, 
This Soreis 4 A Prince with Nataves gloric being firted, 
__ _ ” At what ime /ozsraigued King of [xds, 
flo rr) of T'o make his new got Fameto1ali for aye, 
ſome Brenber By Sore he buileche Towne of (Gerleir, 


vwater, That tothis day is called Leyceſter. 


A Dialogue. 


Belinthat famous worthy Brytaine King, 


That made the Townes of France to feare his frowne, 


And the whole Remiſa Legion to ſing, 
Andto record his gracious great renowne, 
Whoſe hoſt of men their Townes were firing: 
Builded in Sowthwals height Caeriion, 
Or termed Arwicke ( aerlegion. 


This glorious Citie was the onely Pride, 

In eldeſt age of all Demeria: 

Where many notable Monuments abide, 

To grace the Countrey of Britaria, 

That from Times memorie can neuer ſlide; 
eAmphibul: was bornein this \weete place, 
Who taught S. Albor, Alboxtull of grace. 


King Lydſurnam'dthe great Lud-hnraibras, 
The ſonne of Leil, builded the famous Towne 
Of K aerin, with ahuge Tower of brafle, 
Now called Caxterburie of great renowne, 
Ableto bide the raging Foes ſtout frowne: 


The CMetropolitans ſeate where Learning fits, 


And chiefe ofall aur Eng/4/s Bilhoprickes, 


Thisnoble King builded faire Caergaert, 
Now cleped W:icheſter of worthic fame, 
And at Mount Paladexy he built his Tenr, 
Thar after ages Shaftſburie bach to name, 


His firſt foundation from King Leys ſonne came: 


About which building Prophet Aquila, 
Did propheſic in large on 
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In this Citie 
were three ft- 
mons Churches 
one of © Iulins 
the Martyr,the 
ſeeondof $, 4- 
ron: and the o- 
ther the mother 
Church of all 
Demi. 


This Belin al(s 
buildeda nota- 
bleGate im Li- 
don now called 
Bullingsgate tp 
Belins Calle, 


Lud, father ts 
Baldud, a man 
well [cen in the 
Sciences of A« 
ſtronomae and 
Necromangie, 


This Baldud 
forme of Lud- 
Hurdibras, 
made firſt the 
bot Bths at 
Caerbran, now 
cal ltd Bat hs » 


23 A Dialogue. 


He alfs rep4i- King Lei/l a man of great religion, 
red the Citicof That made his bordring neighbours for to yeeld, 
Cacr Longiow And on their knees to pleade Submiſsion, 
— g eldeſt ſonne to Brate ſurnam'd Greenefrield, 
The Citie of { aerleits he did build, 
Now called Carleyle by cortuption, 
And Time thart leades things to.confuſion. 


The Cittie of (ambridge a famous Vniverſtie, 
Cambriige The Nutlc of Learning and Experience, 
bult mn the The Chearrſher oftrue Divinitie, 

dyes of 2" That ſor the Soules good wiſedome dothcommence, 
Enutius 77 c ſon 2 ” OT 

ef Beline, by Confuting Vice,anddriuing Errorthence: 

oae Contaber a Was built by Stgiſbert:but wrought effeCtually 


Spaniard, Fro- By Kings and Lords of famous memorie, 
ther to Paythe- 
lony,or as ſome 
wnite by Gore 


Elranke the ſonne of ſtout Mempritiny, 
bonian. Having in naatrimoniall copulation, 
* Kithmi gra> T wentic one wiuesin large * Briutantcas, 
ts And thirtie daughters by wſt computation, 
Andtwentie ſonnesof eſtimation, 
Builded Caerbranke famous for the name, 
Now called &:glands Yorke a place of Fame. 


He in A/bawmialarge and populous, 
Now termed Scotland of the Scottiſh Sec, 
Becauſe his deedes ſhould fill be counted famous, 
The Caſtle of Maiwdens there he did ere, 
And to good purpoſe did this worke effect: 
Bur iron-cating Time the Truth doth ſtaine; 
For Edmgbarghthe Citic doth remaide, 


ha 
_— 


A Dialogue, 29 


Andin that Xfaiden Calile he didtrame, 
To grace the building tothe outward eie, 
Nine Images of {toneplac'dinthe ſame, 
Which ſince haue ſlay*d times perpetuetic, 
In the true furme of worke-mans excellencie: 
Not any whit diminiſht,bur as perfect 
As inthe firſt. dayes minute they were ſer. 


NaturelT mule at your deſcription, 
To fee how Time that old rult-cankard wretch, Phwnix, 
Honors forgetfull Friend, Cities confuſion, 
That in all Monuments hath made a Breach, 
To auncienc names brought alteration: 
And yet at this day ſncha place remaines, 
That all 7:»2es honor palt with honox [taines, 


Thoſe carued old- cut ſtonic Images, 


That beautifie the Princes liately Towers, TIN 
Thar graces with their grace the Pallaces, 
And high imperiall Emperizing bowers, 
Were neuer raz'd by Times controlling houres: 
Nine worthie women almoſt equiualent, _ 
With choſe nine worthie men ſo yalient, &! 


Three ofthe nine were /ewes,and three were Gentiles, 
Three Chriſtians, Honors honorable Sexe, 
That from their foes did often bearethe ſpoiles, 
And did their proud controlling neighbours vexe, 
Which to their name did Noblenefle annexe, 

An Embleame for true borne Genilitic, 
; Toimicate thceir-deedes inchiualrie, 


E 3 


A. 


30 


*7 aus Mi- 
” pe, 


A Dialogue. 


The firſt 1inzerna a right worthie Pagor, 

That many manlike batrailes manly fought, 

She fir(t deuiz'd Artillerie of yron, 

And Armour for our backes ſhe firſt found our, 

Purtingour lives deare hazard from ſome doubr: 
She goucrned the L:b:4nr,and got Vittorics, 
With Honor by the lake *7ritonides, 


Our maine pitcht Battels ſhe feſt ordered, 
Serting a Forme downetothisfollowing Age, 
The orders of Incamping ſhe firlt regiltred, 
And tavghrthelawes of Armes in equipage, 
To after time her $kill ſhe did engage: 
Ape!o was her deare begotten ſonne, 
In Abrahamstimelſheliu'drilllife was doans. 


Semiramis Queene of Aſſiria, 
Was {ſecond worthie of this worlds great wonder, 
She conquered large e/£thiopia, 
And brought the Necke of that flout Nation vnder, 
Waſting the Countricsof rich India: 

Her daycs of Honorand of Regiment, 

Was inthe time of //aacks goternment, 


The third and chiefcſt for Audaciouſneſſe, 

And Enterpriſes that ſhe rookein hand, 

Wes Tomyres full of true Noblenefle, 

Queene of the North(as I do vnderſtand,) 

From forth her eyes ſhelightned Honors Brand, 
And brandiſhed a Sword, a ſword ofFame, 
That toher weake Sexe yeelded Heforrname, 


A Dialogue. 


Wheathe receiued newes her ſonne was dead, 
The Hope and Vuderprop of Scithia, 
She put on Armour, and encountered 
The Aorarch Cyrus King of Perſia, 
And Gouecrnor of rich Germlia: 
Sluc himia fight her Fame for to rengiy, 
Two hundred thouſand Sauldiers oucrthrew., 


Amonglt the Hebrew women we commend, 
Tahelthe Kenite for the firlt in bountie, 
Whoſe vncomprehenfible yalour inthe end, 
Did free and ler at large her captiu'd Countrie, 
Oppreſled with tyrannical! Mieric: 

From «dangers imminent of firie Warre, 

By killing handto hand ber foe great $1. 


Debora an Hebrem worthie the ſecond place, 
She fortie yeares did gouerne //74e/, 
In peace preleru'dher Land, her land of Grace, 
Where honeſt ſportiue Mirth didalwaies dwell: 
Her holy holinefle notongue cantell, 

Nations altonied at her happineſle, 


Did grieue tolooſc her Wiledomes worthmeſie. 


Tediththe third that redeliuered, 

The ſtrong beſieged Citie of Bethulia, 
And whenthe prowd Foe ſhe had vanquithed, 
And ouercame hot-ſpur'd Aſſiria, 

Brioging in triumph Holofernes head, 

She got a great and greater Victorie, 
ThenthouſandSouldiers in their maicſlie. 


A Dialogue. 


The firſt of Chriſtians was faire Mand che Counteſle, 
Counteſle of A-tow,daughter to a King, 
England; firlt Henry: e Almaines __ 
Heire indubicate, aud her Fathers offpring, 
She titles to the Eng/yh Crowne did bring: 
Shene're deſiſted fromthe warlike field, 
Till rhat vſurped Stephen of Blots did yeeld, 
And condiſcended to her ſonnes deare right, 


That war-like AZande had reobtain'd by might, 


The ſecond was &/izabethof Aragon, 

Queene and wifeto honorable Ferdimando: 

She ſtourly fought for propagation 

Of Chriſtian Faith;brought ro ſubuerſion, 

Theforſaken infidels of Granado, 
Reducing that p:oud prouinceall inone, 


To follow Chrilts ynſpotted true Religion. 


The laſt was Johane of Naplertrue borne Queene, 
Siſter to Ladiſlans King of Hungarie, 
A womanthar defended{as twas ſeene,) 
Her countrics great and gracious libertie, 
By force oflaudable Armes and Chiualrie, 
Againſtrhe Saraſms invaſion, 
And proud hot warres of princely Aragon, 


Thus haueT in the honor oftheir worth, 

Laid ope their Progenie their Deedes,their Armes, 
neir offpring,and their honorable Birth, 

Thar is a Lanchorne lightningrheir rruc Fames, 

Which Truch can never burne in Enuics flames; 


Worthy 


KingArthur, 


Worthie of wonder are thefe three times three, 
Foldedia brazen Leaues of memorie, 


Windſy a Caſtle of exceeding (irengeh, 

Firſt built by  Armragus Brytames King, 

But finiſhed by 4rrhay at the length, 

Of whole rare deedes our Chromeles do ring, 

And Poets in their verſe his praite do ing: 
For his Round-table and his war-like Fic hes, 
Whoſe yaliantneſle the coward Mind atfcighits, 


This 2-314 King in warres a Conquerer, 
And wondrous happie in his Victorics, 
Was a companion of this noble Order, 
And withhus perſon grac'dtheſe Dignities, 
Great dignities of high exceeding Valour: 
For he himſelfe the ſelfe-ſame Honor tooke, 
That all his following States did cucr brooke. 


This Paragon whoſe name our time affcights, 
At Wid/or Caltle dubbed in one day, 
One hundred and iult fortie valiant Knights, 
With his keene trultie Swordgand onely ftay, 
(Cald Dridwin%hat his Loucedid oueriway: 
Andwith that Sword the very day before, 
He {lue as many Saxo focs or more, 


But £1945 Edvard third of Memorie, 

In blefled and religious zeale of Loue, 

Buik vp a Colledge of exceeding glory, 

That his kind care ro &»g/ard did approue, 
F 


34 A Dialogue. 


This { «/leage doththis Calile beautifie : 
The Honor ofthe placeis held fo deare, 
That many famous Kings are buriedchere., 


Bur one rare thing exceeding admirable, 

Thatto this day is held in great renowne, 

And to all Forreiners is memorable, 

The Name of which makes &:g/and; foes to frowne, 

And puls the pride of forrcine Nations downe, 
Knights of the Garter and Saint Georges Crofle, 
Betok'ning tothe Foe a bloudie loſle, 


Here followeth the Birth , Life 
and Death of honourable Arthur 
King of Brittaine. 


—TY— — 


Tothe courteous Reader, 


Ourtee: Reader , hating ſpoken of the firſt foundattos 

of that yet renowned caſtle of Windlor Ly Aruiragus 

king of Britain, & finiſhed by that ſucceeding prince of worthy 

1n:mory famores king Arthur ; 7rhought good (bring intrea- 
ted by ſome of my hononrable-mindet Friendr, not to let ſlip /o 
good and fit an occaſion”, by reaſon that there yet remames in 
this doubtfrll age of opinions , a controuerſie of that eiteemed 

Prince of Brittaine )to write not according to ages oblixio but 

direfted onely b ;y our late Hiftoriogra phers of Erg/and, who 

n9 doubt haue taken great paines mthe ſearching foorth of the 

eruth of that firſt Chriſtian worthie:tud wher.zs { I know not 
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direfled by what blindnes )there hane bene ſome Writers (as 1 
thinke enemies to trath ) that in their erronious cenſures haue 
thoroht no ſuch ma ener to be lining, How fabulons that ſhould 
ſeems ty be, Heane to the indgement of the beſt readers, who 
hnow for certaine , that that newer dead Prince of memory , ts 
more beholding to the French, theRomane, the Scor,the Ita- 
lian, ye« to the Greekes themſelnes,then tohis owne Country- 
men, who hane fully and wholly ſet foorth his fanse ond linely- 
hood:then how ſhameleſſe ts it for ſome of vs,to let ſlip the truth 
of this Monarch? 4nd for more confirmatis of the truth look 
but in the eAbbey of Wellminſter at Saint Edwards armne, 
there ſhalt thou ſee the print of his royal Seale in red wax clo- 
led in Berrill,with this infripeies, Parricla Arthurus Gallic, 
Germaniz,Daciz Imperator. eft Dover /ikewi/e you may 
[ce Sir Gawins rhull and Cradocks mantle: At Winchelter, 
a Citic well knowne in England, his famois round Table, with 
many other notable monuments too long to rehearſe: Beſides 1 
my fas hane ſeen umprinted, a french Pamphlet of the armes 
of king Arthur , and his renowmed valiant Knights, ſet in co- 
tours ; the Herawlds of France : which charge of impreſſion 
would hane been too great , otherwiſe I had mſerted them or-. 
derly in his Life and Attions : but (gentle Reader ) take this 
| my paines gratefully,and I ſal hereafter more willingly ſtrive 
| to employ my ſimple wit to thy better gratulation; Thane here 
| ſet downe( turned fromErench proſe into Engliſh meeter )che 
| words of the Herald wnder the arms of that worthy Bcictaine, 
King Arthar in his warlike Shield did beare 
| Thirteene richCrownes of putified golds 
He was a valiant noble erer, 

| As ancient Memorie bool rold: 
| His great Round-table was in Britanie, | 
Where choſen Knights did do their _— yearely. 
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7 he firange Birth, honorable (oro- 
nation, and moſtvnhappic Death of 
famors Arthur King of Bry- 


* 
fame. & 


F noble Artbartbirth,of Arthur fall, 
Of Arthurs{olemne Coronation, 
Ot e-Z:thurs famous deedes Heroyical!, 
Of :ther; bartels and invaſion, 
And that high minded worthie B31; King. 
Shall my wits memorie be dcitying, 


Inthc laſt tiye of Frey ſurnam'd Pcnnr agen, 
Socalled for his wittiepollicies, 
Being a King ofcſtimation, 
In famous Br ztaine monglt his owne allies, 
There was a mightie Duke that gouern'd Cormpay/c, 


That held long warre,and did this King aſtaile. 


This Duke was namn'dthe Duke of Tintags/: 
After theſe hot bred warres were come toend, 
He ſoiourn'd at a place cald Terrabi, | 
From whence Pendragon forthis Duke did fend, 
And being wounded ſore with Cyprds ſting, 
Charg'd him his Wife yato the Court to bring, 


His Wife a pafſing Ladie,Jouely,wiſe, 
Chaſte to her husbands cleare ynſpottedbed, 
Whoſe honor-bearing Fame none could ſupprize, 


King Arthur 


Bur Jeſta-like her lars ime the led: 
Jerene her name on whoſe vacquall beaurie 
Pe; aragon doted,led Dy hiymanc folly. 


Arlengthhe broke his mind ynto a Lord, 
A truſtic Councellour and noble Friend, 
$ _ ſoone ymo his minds ericte did ac cord, 
d bis Kings louing louc- thoughts &i cid commend, 
"Telling Pen dragontbis ſhould be his belt, 
To tell the Durcheile of his ſweere recue(, 


But ſhe a Woman,Nerne,inexorable, 
Willing fond Luſts inchauntments tore ?, 
All his congues i{moothing words not penetrable, 
' bs , | - 
In her chatte boſomes Gate could not inſitt, 
Bur ſtraight ſhe told her Husband how ſhe ſped 5 
Lelt that his grace ſhou!d be diſhonovred, 


And counſeld bimto paſſe away in haſte, 

Thar Nights darke duskie mantle might oreſhace, 
Their flying bodies,lealt at laſt they talte, 

More miſeriethen Time diderc inuade, 

** For Luſtisſucha hocioflamedthing, 

& Ic goucrncth mans ſenſes, rules a King, 


And as the Ducheſſe ſpake,the Duke departed, 
That neither /7er nor his Councell knew, 


How his deepe boſomes* Lord the Dutcheſlgthiwacred, 


But markethe ftory well what did enſue; 
Soone as the King perceived theirintent, 


IntemperateRage made bimimpariene. 
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King Arthur. 
Away with Muficke for your firings do izrre, 
Your ſound is full of Diſcords,harſh and ill, 
Your Diapazon, makes a.humming warre 
\V:hin mice cares, and doth my fences fill 
Wh 1m:nciodious mourning; She is gone 
That rul'd your telues and Infirument alone, 


Away fond riming Ox, lelt thou write 

Ot Prognes murther, or Lucyets 1» rape, 

Of [/zrexs journey taken in the night, 

That in the blacke gloom'd filence did eſcape: 
O cou!d no Doggehaue bark'd, no Cocke taue crowd 
That mig\t her paſſageto the King baue ſhow'd, 


No wmirth pleaſde F7er,but grimme Melancholy 

Haunted his heeles, and when heſatetorelt, 

He pondred in his mind /prenas beautie, 

Of whom his care-craz'd head was full poſſeſt: 
Nothing was now contentiueto his mind, 
Bur /7rencs name, Joreneto him vnkind, 


Ar laſt his noble Peeres withpitie mou'd, 
To ſcethe Kings ſodaineperplexitie, 
\Wrha great carethat their Liege Emperour lou'd, 
For to allay his great extremitie, 
Did counſell himto ſend for Gar/oges wife, 
As he would anſwer it ypon his lie: 
Then preſently a Meſſenger was ſent, 
Tortell the Duke of his wifes ſecret folly: 
This was the ſubſtance of his whole intene, 
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To bring his wite to Court immediatly: 
Or wrhin threeſcore dayes he did protelt, 
To tetch him thither to his litle reſt. 


Vhich when the Dukehad warning,{traight he turn: {1's 
Two Caltles with wel-fenc'd artillcrie, 
With vitailes and with men he garniiH'd, 
His ſtrongeſt Holds for ſuch an enemie: 
And inthe one he put his hearts-deare Ireature, 
Faire /grexethat he loued our of inealure, 


That Caſtle which the Duke himſclfe did hold, 

Had many Poſternes out and iſſues thence, 

In which totruſt his life he might be bold, 

And ſately the wartes Furie co commence: 
But aiter-telling time did wonders worke, 
That Foxes ia their holes can neuer lurke, 


Then in all haſte came 77e with his hoaſt, 

Pitching his rich pauilions on the ground, 

Of his alpiring mind he did not boaſt, 

For Loue and Anger did his thoughts confound, 
Hot warre was made en both {1des, peop!e flaine, 
And many Death-doore-knocking Soules complaine, 


Loue and minds anguiſhſo perplext the King, 

For [grene that incomparable Dame, 

That C»pids hckneſle pearc'd him with a ling, 

And his warres lowd Alarums ouercame, 
Venus intreated Mar: awhile to (tay, 

And makethis timea ſporting Holiday. 
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Ticn caine fir T4: eketaatls Knight, 
An asxt 3 king the cauſe of his viſeats, 
B:iag ; willingin 2 ſubjects gracious right, 
Fic Pends.4 gear mind in heart to pleate: 
Ah aid tie Kog, /grene doth captivate 
My Heatt,and makes my Senſes ſubivgate, 


Courage my gracious Liege,T will go find 
Thattrue dium; ng > prophet of our Nation, 
Merkiaoe wiſe that {hall content your mind, 
And bea Moderator in this ation: 
His! learning, wiledome, and vnſeene experience, 
Shall quickly giue a Salue for lcues offence, 


So fizz at the length from hin departed, 
Ackiag for Merkinas he paſt the way, 
Who by great fortunes chance fir Fins thwarted, 
As he went by ia begpers bale aray: 
Demandingof the Knight i in baleneſſe meeke, 
Who was the main he went ſo farre ro ſeeke? 


F!ferts amazed at his bate attire, 
Fold himit'was preſumption to detmaund 
The name of him for whomhe didenquire, 
Andtheretore would not yeeldro his command; 
_ laid Zerlirl do plainly (ee, 
Herlinyoulecke,that Zlerlinlambhe. 


Andifche King will bur fulfill my bc, 
And willreward myruc deſeruin heart, 
In his loues agonies he ſhal be blef, 


Ring Arthur, 
So that he follow whar I thallimparr, 


Vpon my Knighthood he will honorthee, 
With fauour & rewards molt royally, 


Then 7 fixs glad departed in all haſt, 
And rode amaine to king Pendragons heht, 
Tel'ing his Grace {Aerie me: at laſt, 
Thar like a Lampe will gue his Lowelates light, 
Where is the maneI with: for him before, 
Sec where he ſtands my Liege ac yonder doore, 


When Yter ſaw the man, a ſudden ioy, 
And yncomprended gladnefic fi d his hare : 
With kind embraccments met him on che Way , 
And to him gan lis ſecrets to impart, 
Leaue off, quoth Aerlin, I do know your mind, 
The laire-iac d Lady /gremets vnkind. 


But if your Miefly will hereproteſt , 
And {weare as you arc lawfull Kiag annointed, 
._ To do my will, nothing {hall you :molett, 
Buc follow my directions being appointed, 
I ſweare quoth F rer by the Exangelifts, 
He dyes for me that once thy willrefilts, 


Sir, ſaid the Propher ſerine, this I craue, 
That (hall betoken well what ere beride, 
The ficlt faire fportiue Night that you (hill haue, 
Lying ſafely nuzled by faire 1grexes fide, 

You ſhall beger aſonne whole very Name, 
In after-ſtealing Tune his _ {hall came. 
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That child being borne your Grace muſt giue to me, 
For to be nouriſhed at my appointment, 
That ſhal redound muchto his maieſtic, 
And to your Graces gracious goodintent: 
That ſhall be done:(quoth C2ferlin)ler's away, 
For you thall {leepe with /grene cre't be day. 


And as [oe ſtoleto faire Alrmenu bed, w_ 
In counterfeiting great Amphytrio, 
By the tame lult-direed line being led, 
To /orenes loucly chamber muſt you go: 
You ſhall be hke the Duke her husbands greatnefle, 
And in his place poſlefſe her Husbandsſweetnelie, 


And you my noble Lord fir Vier, 
Shall be auch like fir Brwſtcas a faire Knight, 
AndI will counrerteit the good /ordans, 
Andthus weele paſlerogerher inthe night, 
Bur ſec you queſtion nor,ſay you are diſeaſed, 
And hieto bed there ſhall your heatt be pleaſed, 


But onthe morow donot riſe my Liege, 

Vauill I come to councell for the belt, 

For ten miles off you know dothliethe Siege, 

That will not turne theſe night-ſportsroa ief?, 
Pendragon plcas'd hafted for to embrace, 
The ſweer'(t got pray thateuer King did chaſe, 


Soone as the Duke of Tixtagil/ did perceiue, 
That Frey left alone his royallarmie, 


He iflued from his Caſtle ro bereaue, 


The 
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The ſouldizrs of their lives by pollicie: 
Bur fee his fortune, by thac wily traine, . 
That he had laid for others he was ſlaiae. 


The ſubcill-luſt direted King went on, 

Maske in a firange deviſed new found ſhape, 

To fuvple-minded 7grexe vnlike Pendragon, 

And three long houtes lay in his louers lap: 
There he begat the chriſtian King of Kings, 
Whole fame ( a;ffer Swannes in pleaſure lings, 


Aſoone as day-betok'ning Phebs Charior, 
Had croſt his filters waggon in the skie, 
CAerlmn inhalte to Viers chamber gor, 
Bidding good morrow to his Maic(lic: 
Androld him vnrecalled Time did ſtay, 
To halte him from his pleaſure thence away. 


Fter amaz'd with 1grene in his armes, 
Witlhr chat the Prophet had no vſc ofrongue, 
Whoſe dolefull found breath'd forth theſc harſh Alarmes, 
And like the night-Crow craokt a deadly ſong; 
Ah what a hell of griete t'was to depart, 
And leaue the new-got Treaſure of his heart, 


Then by the lawne-like Hand he rooke his louer, 
Being warm'd with blood of a diflembling Husband, 
Dchre in her checkes ſhe could nor ſmother, 
And her Loue-dazeling eye none could withſtand: 
He kilt her twice or thrice and bad aduc, 
As willing his pights pleaſure to _ 
py 
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But when thelate betrayed Lady knew, 
Howthat her true betrothed Lord was (laine, 
Erethat nights reuelling did firſt enſue, 
In ſecret ro her ſelfeſhe wept amaine: 
Amozd and maruelliog who that ſhould be, 
That rob'd her busband of his treaſurie, 


Andto her ſclfeſhe gan fortorelate, 

The injuries ofher ynſpotred life , 

Andinher mind ſheliu'd diſconſolate, 

B1ning her baſe-bad Fortune being a wife; 
\W:{lng for everſhehadliu'da maide, 
Rather chen her chalt thoughts ſhould be betraid, 


The nob!e Councell that attended /7ex, 
Began with grauitic for co deuile, 
Tha(wheretheir King had doted much ypomher) 
He: beautie his young thoughts to equalize, 
To knit them both in Zymens lacred right, 
Andihen inlawfull wi'ero talt delight, 


This motion made vnto their Soueraigne, 
Ofa warme luſtie ſfomacke youthtull bloud, 
Thought it a heauen ſuch a Saint to gaine, 
That would reviue his {pirits, do him good: 
And gaue conſent to have her honoured, 


With mariage Rites,the which were ſoone performed, 


Halfe ayeare after as the King and Queene, 
Then growing great with child a bed were lying , 
The Curtaines drayne ynwilling to be ſeene : 
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This pollicie the King himſelfe deuifing: 
Asking whoſe child it was that ſhe did beare, 
Speake gentle [7renc tell me without feare, 


The Quieene amazed at this queſlion , 

Being tully wrapt in pale timiditie, 

Knew not to an{werthis ſad aCtion, 

Becauſc ſhe fully knew her innocence: 
He vrg'd her (till, at length ſhe waxed bold, 
And (toutly to the King the truth ſhe told, 


Wirhthat he kilt his Queene that was beguil'd, 
And didrecomfort her being halte forlorne, 
Telling t'was herhat did beger the child, 
The child that from her faire wombe ſhould be borne: 
Wi:h that a ſudden ioy did repoſſeſle 
Her penſiue hart, whome Fortwxe late did blcije, 


Then Merlin (that did alwaies louethe King, 
As bearing chiefe affhance to his countrey ) 
Sought to prouide for the childs nouriſhing, 
Therein to ſhew his well diſpoſed dutie. 

As thou decreeſt ſaid /7er, muſt it be, 

My deare Sonnes fortunes Ile committo thee, 


Well faid the Prophet, I do know a Lord, 

A faithfull paſſing true diſpoſed man, 

That toyour Graces pleaſure will accord, 

And in your ſcruice do the beſt he can: 
Commit your child ynco his cuſtodie, 
A man renoun'din famous Britany. 
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His name Sir He&or: ſend a Meſſenger, 
To will him come vatothe Court with ſpeede, 
Andthat your Maicſtic muſt needes conterre , 
Ot matters helpefull in a Princes neede, 
When he is come your Grace may certifie, 
You'le put your ſonne & heire to his deliuerie, 


And whenthat Fortunes child kind Fortunes heire, 
(For fothe Deſtinies prognoſticate ) 
Shall be braught foorth into the open aire, 
That of taire /grene lately was begate: 
At yonder privie Pofterne being vnchriltened, 
You nuli deliuerit me to be baptized, 


As C1Herliz had deuiſed,fot'was done : 

For all the Court to him didyceld obcyſance: 

And now Sir He#orto the King is come , 

Andro Pendragon made his deare affiance, 
Wiſhing his Wife might nouriſh that bright ſonne, 
Whole Mornings glorie was not yet beguone. 


Tien when the lovely Queene was ſoone delivered, 

Ofthac rich bearing Burthenro herioy , 

The King bimſelfe in perſon hath commaunded, 

Two Ladies and two Knights tobeare the boy , 
Bound vpin cloth of gold being richof State , 
Aad giueitto the pooreman at the gate, 


So .?ferlinhadthe Prince at his diſpoſing, 
Cornmirtivg it to Hetors Faithfull wife: 
Now nothing wanted but the ſwecte baptizing, 


To 
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a 
Fo grace the Princeof Princes all his life; 
A holy reverent Man indu'de with farre, 
eTrthur of Britaine ca\d the Princes name. 


Aſtertheroyall Solemnation, 
t that blacke mourntull weping tunerall, 
Ot Yter that we name the great Pexd-agen, 
By ſubtill practiſe brought vato bis fall: 
The ſ1xteenth yeare of his victorious raigne, 
By poiſon was this brauc Pendragon [laine, 


His body vnto Srone-herg being brought, 

Hard by his brother Azrelr;s is helaid, 

In a faire Monument then richly wrought, 

Deadis the King whole life his foes dilmaid, 
But from his loynes he left a ſonne behind, 
Theright /dca of his fathers mind, 


Great eth«# whom we call the Bruaine; king, 
A man renown'd for famous victories, 
Saxons and Piftesto homage he did bring, 


Malt vit- 


As you may readin auncient hiſtories: veffeth that I 
Our later Chronicles do ceftifte, ether cue 
King Arthays noble mind in Ciiualcie, "cl thirty hangs 


Gomes , for a” 
tht agreat : 5- 


Twelue noble battels did King 4-rbar fight, pany. iſ 
Againſtthe Saxpxs men of hardie ſtrength, nobel wnde 
Andinthe battelsput them fill co flight, their eurijdis 
Bringingthem in {bieRtion at the length: | 6110” the I!.rx4 


: tocether th ):th 
He neuer ſtroueto drivethern quite away, N 


Bur ſtragliog here and there he lerthearfiay, Cormanic, 
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In Soxthry, Kent ,and Norfolke did they dwell, 
Still owing homage to king +rthures greatneſle, 
Whoſe puillancetheir pride did alwaies quell, 
Yer didhetemper rigour with his meeknefle ; 
And like a Lion ſcorn'deo touch the Lambe, 
Where they ſubmiſſue-like veto bun came, 


Againſtthe Pres he held continuall warre, 

The which ynto the Saxons were allide , 

And with che {ubtill Scor did alwaies iarre, 

Whoneuertrueto Arthur would abide: 
But(ſcorning his aduancement tothe Crowne) 
Did thinke by torce topull his greatneſſe downe, 


The chicfeſt cauſe ofthis hot mortall ſtrife, 
That mou'd theſe Kings to be difſentious, 
Was that che King of Pies had tane to wile 
Thee)delt filter of Awaken 

And Cornon king of Scotr had married 

The youngelt {ilter ro his Princely bed, 


Wherefore they thought the Bry2;/p Regiment, 

Should haue deſcended roche lawtull heires 

Of Anna,wite tobothin government, 

And he as King to rule their great affaires: 
And dointerre king Arthures barktardie, 
Aad yniult claime tothat high dignicie, 


And preſently they do diſpatch in haſt, 
| Ambaſſadoursro famous Bryranie , 
Of chcir great Peetes for to demaund at laſt, 
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The kingdomes Crowne and kingdomes Royaltie: 
wW ho ſcorning forto heare a ltrangernam'd, 
Crowned king Arthur,whom the world hack fam'd, 


The (coronation of King Arthur,and 


the Solemnitie thereof:the proud meſſage 


of the Romanes,and the whole reſolution of K mg 
Arthur and his Nobles. 


He appointedtime and great Solemnitie, 
Approched of king Arthwrs Coronation , 
To which high ſtates of mightic Dignitie, 
Aſſembled at the Citie of Cacrleon , 
In Ce/arstimecal'd Frbs Legionum : : 
A Title d»ubtlefle bearing ſome i import, 
Where many famous Brytazes did reſort. 


To grace king « Arthur whom the Brirzaines loved, 
Came th ee Arch biſhops EnglandgFhjete tenow a P 
Both London, Torke,and Dubright Hi»>nor moued , 
On Arthur head to ſet the Bruſh Crowne, 
That after puldthe pride of Nayjgns downe: 
Vato thePallace ofthis prifigghgKiog «+: + 
Tuacy wereconuay'd aherteetugdow Fame did ping. 


Dubright (becauſerhe Covrr ar cha time lay 

Wichinthe compaſle of bis Dracefle } 

In his owne perfor 08 this Rovall day, 

Richly co furuaſh himhe digadijreflr, 

His louc var lis Kivg he didexprefie, 
H 
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Andathis hands the King was dignified, 
When Are Ca/arlowdthepeopte cride. 


This happie Coronation being ended, 
The King was brought in ſumpruous royaltie, 
W th all the peoples harts being befriended, 
To che Cathedrall church ofchat fame Sce, / 
Being the Metropoliricallin nodilitie, 
With lowd exclaiming ioy of peoples voyce, 
Tizat God might blefle thzir Land for ſucha choice, | 


O1 either hand didewo Archbilhops ride, 
Supporting Arthur of Britaria, , 
And foucre Kings before him did abide, 
Angiſell King of tour Albaria, 
And { adual King of Venedocrs, 
Cador of (ornewaile monglt theſe Princes paſt, 
And Saterof Demetia was the laſt, 


Theſe foure attired ititich ornaments, 

Foure golden Swords before the King did beare, 

Berokening foureroyall Gouernmenrs, 

And fourecrue Noble harts not dreading feare, 

That Erie trom theinbweats canncuer teare: 
Beforethem playdfattwardll-tur'd melodie, 
That bicds did fingto make it heaucnly, 


King Arthur; Queene vntothe Church was brought, 
With many noble Peeres being conducted: 
Her Armes and Tulesroyally were wrought, 
Andto her noble Famewere gayniſhed, 


That 
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That Infamic had neaze &1rminiſhed + 
Foure Queenes before her bore foure filuer Doues, 
Exprefling their true Faith and husbands Loves, 


To brane King Arthay on this ſolemne feaſt, 
This day of high vnſpeakeable dignitie, 
Came foure graue diſcreet perſons of the beſt, 
From Romes Lieutenant, proud in Maicſtic, 
Carying in token of their Embaſſage, 
GreeneOliue boughs, andtheir deare Lieges meſſage. 


T he Epiitle of Lucius Tiberius the 
Romane Lieutenant, to Arthur 
King of Britante. 
Vcius Tiberius, Romes great gomernonr, 
To Arthur King of log Reicania, 
As he d:ſerneth fanour at our hands: 
Rome ard the Romane Senators do wonder, 
And I my ſelfe exceedingly do muſe, 
To thinke of thy audarions hanohtie mma, 
And 7 tyrannicall dealing to our State: 
Hote firie Avger boyleth an my breaſt, 
And 1 am mon'd with honour of the cauſe, 
For to rewenge thy Tninries to Rome: 
And that like one or proud of hts eſtate, 
Refuſeſt ro achnowleage her thy head, 
Neither regardeſt ſheeauly to reare ſſe, 
T by baſe and blind oblimons onerſight, 
And wminſt dealing to offend —_ 
2 


King Arthur, 
F nto whoſe high imperiall Dignitte, 

I aleſſe Forgetfulneſſe do bleare thine eyer, 
Thou knowſt the whole huge ( ircle of the world, 
Are made Contributorie and owe vs homage. 
The tribute that the Britaines ought to pay , 
The which the Senate did demannd of thee , 
Being due vnto the Romaine Emperie: 

For that braxe Iulius Czfar head entoy d, 

And many worthy Romanes many yeares, 
Thou in contempt of vs and our Eſtate, 

Our howrable Eſtate and drome , 

Preſum ſt iniurionſly for to detnine: 

The confines of wel-ſeated Gallia, 

The Prowincet of Sauoy and Daulphine , 

With hot-flam#d fierie warre haſt thou ſubaude, 
And gotten in thy large poſſeſſion ; 

T he Ilands of the bordring Occan , 

T he Kings whereof ſb long 4s we enioy d them, 
Payd =. So to our Noble aunceſtors. 

The Senate highly mod with thy preſumption, 
Determine for to redemannd amends , 

And reſtuution for thy open wrongs : 

1 therefore from the noble Senatonrs, 
Command thee on thy true Allegiance, 
ToRome,ro them,to me,and onr Eſtate, 

That mn the midſt of A ugult next enſuing, 

T hon do repaire to Rome,there for to anſwer , 
Before the worthie Senate andthe Lord: 

Thy Treſpaſſe; and abide arbitrement , 
Swch as by them ſhallthere be ordved, 
1nd iſtics ſhall impoſe wpon thy head: 


King Arthur 
© 


Which thing if thou pre/umptuouſly refuſe , 
I'will forthwith inuade thy Territories, 
Waft - whole Connrey,bu ne thy Townes and ( ties; 
And w nat /o ere thy raſhne ſe hath detain'd, 
FromRome ov from the Romaine Emperie, 
T will by dint of {word abdre anaine. 
- 4 4 + 
Thus arm'd with hopefull Reſolution , 
Weele ſt Yy thy anſwer of {ubmiſſion. 


Lu, Tib. 


'8 ador the Duke of Cornewaile his 


Oration tothe King, 


Enowmed Arthur and thrice-worthie Britaine: 
O how a linely blond doth fill my veines, 

At this proud meſſage of the hawtie Ko maines, 

I hitherto my Lord haxe bene in feare, 

Leſt that the worthy Britaines with much eaſe, 

And long —_— peace and quietneſſe, 

Should grow to toomuch ſlouth and cowaraize, 

And loſe that honorable Reputation, 

Of Chinalrie and Martiall azcipline: 

Wherein ( right Noble King ) we hane bene counted, 

For to ſurmonnt all Nations of the world. 

For where the wſe of Armes ts not eſteews'd , 

But buried in Obliuons loathſome cane, 

Ard wanton dailymg held mn « ſtimate, 

It cannot chuſe = pale-fac'd Cowardize, 

Auſt dimme and cleane aeface all worthy Vertte, 

Fine yeares hane fully runne their monthly courſe, 
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g) (#74 we putt off or armoter from our backes, 
('r 1eard the Trumpets clanpor in our earcs, 

Or marc t 07 tricomph with -V rathng Drum, 
Beiig mz e<clea im efſceinraate delights, 

Goa willing that ory names ſhorld not be blotted, 
15:1 the fexle ftaine of beaſtly ſlugoardie, 

H::h ferred wp the proud inſults Romanes, 
To whet or dull ed1'd ſwords not now in v/c, 

7 9 cut their heads off in this rightful cauſe, 
ef: [coure our ruitie Armonr long laid vp, 

T o buckle with (> proud an enemie, 

Tk ere fore great . irihur #n thy greatneſſe raiſe 
Ty colours vp,for ro vpreare thy praiſe. Ca. or. 


— O — Eun ID —— 
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The Oration of King Arthur to his Lordes 
and Followers. 


7 Fellowes and my deare Companions, 

4 th inthe adxerſe chances of our age, 

Ani proſperous ſnceeſſefull happineſſe, 
Whoſe rrue unſpeakable fidehtier, 

in gtming counſell touching warres abroad, #1 
And home-bred mutinies among? onr ſelues, = 
With good ſucceſſefrlneſſe haue I percear'd, 

1n your deepe wiſedomes and your o1 "1:0. 
e Affoord me now your honorable a "x, 

#/:/ely foreſeemg what you thinke connentent, 

Touching the proud command'ment ſent from Rome, 

A thing at f>r}t carefully deliberated, 
Is wn the entimeſt eaſily rollerated: 


King Arthur 


W- therefere rallwith eaſier bicrden brooke, 
The hawtie meſſave of Tiocrius Lucius, 
If mone# our {cluesia wiſedome we conſerve, 
How and which way to anſwer h:s demannd, 
And ſurely{noble Follower: ) I [appoſe, 
We hane no canſe to feare their forreme Frances, 
Fer that vpon a moſt wunſt reque/?, 
He ſeel:e; to hane @ tribute paid from Britaine, 
Becauſe forſooth in Tulius Cars time, 
Through tarres and diſcord: of the ancient Brytains, 
The tribme hath beene due and payable: 
For when oxr conntrie w + at fullpoſſeſt, 
With cual! garboiles and domeſticke brawles, 
Their Czlar did avine wihin this land, 
And with this armed fauldiers fill of force, 
Bronght in /ubteftion that unquiet Nation, 
By this alleadgance they unwſtly crauc, 
Tribute 2nd /atisfatlion at oxr hands, 
For nothing that 1s got by violence, 
ay wſtly be poſſeſs by violence. 
Sith therefore he preſwmeth to demanind, 
eA thing being moſt vnlawfullat aur hana, 
By the ſame reaſon let v5 demaund of him, 
7 ribupe at Rome manger their Romilh pov 7 
And be that us the 6.74 force, 
Let hym poſſeſſe the honoy of the tribute, 
For if hus allegations and L 
Be forcible and worthie to be hept, 
Becanſe their Cziar and ſome Romane Prince; 
Haue ſometimes conquered Brytania, 


Fy the like reaſon 1 do thinke that Rome, 


King Arthur: 
C 


On ht to pay tribute and to' do vr homage, 
Becauſe my Predeceſſors conquered it : 
Bellin the noble King of Bryranie, 
With his braue brother Brennus warkke ade, 
Being then accounted Sauoies noble Duke, 
Razed the wals of Rome,and ſet his Standard 
With vittorie upon the Citie gates, 
And in the middle of their Market place, 
Hung vp twentie of their chiefeſt Noblemen. 
An1 Conſtantine the ſonne of Helena , 
rd Maximinianus my neere Confins, 
W. re both ntbronz:dis the Imperiall ſeate , 
[nd gonernment of Romes great Emperie. 
es touching Fraunce and other Wands there, 
We neede not anſwer their out-braning termes : 
For they refuſed to defend their owne, 
When we by force redeem'd them from their hands. 
Then connſel! me thri ©-worthy Brytaine Peeres , 
eAbandoning baſe cowardree and feares. 
K. Arthur. 


T he 4nſwer of. Howell Kung 
o: licle Bryraine, 


Hough a'l your wiſedomes and your grauitics, 
Handmaides to Counſell and Nebilttie, 
Should be engraued n one golden leafe, 
Are to the purpoſe could not you inferre , 
Then thy mo#t graue and exqmſite Oration, 


Thy P quent axd Tull y-lthe adniſc 


Hath 


King Arthur, 


Hath furri/4t v1 with ſuch experiment, 
Whereby we ought inceſſantly to prauſe, 
In you the wiſedome of a conſtant man: 
For if with all poſt expeattion, 


Ton will prepare avoyage vnto Rome, 


That doh expe#t our haſte and royall commizg, 


According to the reaſons you alleage, 
I dowbt not but that faire Victoria, 


Will fit in tramph on our conquering He/mes, 


To fright the mindes of Romiſh adxer/aries, 

Sith we defend our anncient libertie, 

Di/daining for to beare a ſernile yoke, 

Which to this day the Britaines do maintaine: 

Let vs go chearefully and demannd of them, 

With Iuſtice what vninſily they demannd: 

For he that doth deface another: right, 

And thinkes vniuſtly for to apoſee, 

And take from him his owne inheruance 

Deſernedly,and with a worthy meanec, 

Not violating large and hoſtile Armes, 

T4 he be put from that which 1s his owne, 
f 


By him to whom the wrong ts offred. 


Seeing therefore that the Romanes would vſurpe, 


T he royall dignitie of worthy Britaine, 
Dxe to your YL roralle annceſtorr, 

I doubt not(noble King )but weele reg aine, 
T hat which your Preaeceſſors haze poſſeſt, 
Emnen inthe midale of ther —_ ne, 
If we may come to buckle with onr foes. 


This ts the conflict that true hearted Britaines, 


$2 long hane wiſht to happen to our 7 


King Arthur, 
Theſe be the propheſies of wiſe Sibilla, 
Long time agoe plainly and truly told, 

And now at length fulfilled to our toy, 

That ef the third race of the worthie Britaines, 
There ſhould be borne a Prince to repoſſeſſe, 
The Romilh Empire and their Diommne: 
For two of theſe the Prophefec & paſt, 

I Belin ad that worthie Conltantine, 

Wo overcame, and gaue the Armes of Rome: 
Now haze we none but you my gracions Liege, 
The third and Liſt not leaſt in all onr eyes, 

To whom this high Exploit ts promiſe: 

Make haſte therefore moſt rojall Souerargne, 
For to receine that whith our God will pie, 
Fiaſten fer ro ſubdne their willing minas, 
Which profer op their honor to your handc, 
Haſten deare Liege for to adnence v1 all, 

That wilingly w:{l jhend our lines and lands, 
For the aduancement of our libertie. 

And 19 atchiene this Labewy worthie Kings 
Ten thouſand armed faxlders will I bring « 

R Ho, K. of Brit, 


eA; nouſel King of «Albania his 
Anſweretothe King, 
Tace firſt Theard my Sonteraione fpeake his mind, 
I: wr <a with Eloquice ond _ ({ onnſel, 


A ſodine ioy ado poſſeſe my ſoul 
As that tn words 1 canuot viter for 


King Arthur. 


T he explination of my willing thoughts: 
In all our Viftories and ( onqueſts wonne, 
Subduing many Regions many Kings, 
Nothing at a! m honowr haue we gam'd, 
If that we ſuffer the proud-minded Romanes, 
Ard hantie Gernaines 19 v/nrpe vpon vo, 

And do not now renenne thoſe bloudie ſlxreohterr, 
Enatted on onr friends and countrymen. 

Ard fith Occaſion now i; profered, 

And Libertie to tris onr force of Armer, 

Ido retoyce to ſee thu happie aay, 

Wherem we may but meet and 19yne with them: 
I thrift my Lord in heart for ſweet renenge, 

As if three dayes I had been? hept from drinks; 

T he wound: 1 ſhould receine vpon that aay, 
Wonld be as pleaſant to my L:boxring ſaute, 

As Water to a thirſtte Traneller, 

Or elſe Releaſement 10a man condemn'd, 

Nay Death it ſelfe were welcome to my boſome, 
For to revenge our Fathers ininrees, 

Defend our libertie,aduance our King: 

Let ws gine onſet on that meacocke Nation, 

T hoſe fond effeminate unruly people, 

And fight it out vnto the lateſt marr; 

That after we hawue fpread our wanins Colonrr, 
In ſigne of Triumph and of Vittorie, 

We may enioy the Honovs they poſſeſſe, 

And fir my part renowned valiant King, 

T wo thouſand armed horſemen will 1 bring. 


An,KA'b. 
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"On 


King Atchur. 


A Royall armie Arehwry bath prouided, 


To beard the braving Romaner in their Countrie, 


And like a 17arrralft haththem divided, 

To buckle with ſo proud an-Enemie: 
And Courage ioyn'd with Reſolution, 
Doth pricke them forwards to this Action. 


The Britain: hawtic and reſolued men, 

Stour, valiant,of Bellonas warlike brood, 

Chear'd on their Followers,and began agen 

For to reuiue their new decayed blood: 
And to redeeme to Arthuy and his Line, 
What once was wonne by valiant Conſtantine. 


Now ſounds his Drumme a march in chearfull ſore, 
Now his loud winded Trumpets checkethe aire, -. 
And now the Britaines to him do reſort, 
Not fearing warres affliftion or deſpaire: 

Bur all with one voycepromile victorie 

To Arthur King of famous Britaing, 


| His Colours they are wauing in the wind, 


Wherein is wrought his Armes of anceftrie, 

His Pendants are in formall wiſe aſſign'd, 

Qartredat large by well read Heralarie: 
Cuffing the ayre that ſtruggles for to kiſle, 
The gaudinefle of faire King Arthur; blifſe, 


Within his ſpreading Enfigne firſt he bore, 
Allotted from his royallfamilie, 
Three flying Dragons and three Crownes he wore, 


Por- 


King Arthur. 


Portraid de Or,the fieldof Azare tic, 
His fathers Coate, his Mothers Countries grace, 
His honors Badge, bis cruell foes deface, 


Atlaft ynto himſelfe he hath aſſumpred, 
And tooke to Armes proper to his deſire, 
As in his faithfull mind being beli accounted, 
And fitting to thoſe thoughes he did require: 
A crofle of Siluer in a fheldof Yert, 
A gracious Embleame to his great deſert, 


On the firſt quartcr of this field was figured, 
The image of our Ladie with her Sore 
Held in her armez;this he deſired, 
Wherein his new- growne valour was begonne: 
And bearing this ſame Figure forth right nobly, 
Did marucllous Actes and feates of Chiualrie, 


This Signe in clder ages being odious, 

And hated ofthe bad deſeruing mind, 

By his deare blood is made moli pretious, 

Ourvnpure Sinneby himbeing full cefind: 
A great triumphant Signe,a Signe of ioy, 
A bleſſed Crofle to free ys from annoy. 


Tothis the ann man bowes downe his head, 
And this the heauenly Angels do adore, 

By this our ynpureſcules with lifeis fed, 

And Diels fearing this Co much Ceplore: 
Hereon he vanquiſht Sathan,Hell,and Sinne, 
And by this Signe our new-life we begin. 
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King Archur. 
We, learned Fiit:rigraphers do write, 
That this pure Signe of the moſt holy Crofle 
\Was ſent from God, to Mererries delight, 
Tul:izn tie eApeſiera's onely loſle, 
Andrhat an Angeil broughtto CMerenree, 
A'! Armour tor his backe moſt neceſlarie. 


A Shield of Azreherein coloured, 

A flowrie Crofle berweene two golden Roſes, 

That the prowd Jewes minds much diftempred, 

Whoſe vertuein it ſelfetrue Time encloſes 
A rich wrought Shield and a moft heauenly Armour, 
Thatto the proud Foe [trucke a deadly rerrour. 


And inthe time of Charles the ſeuenth french King, 
The Sunne giving = to the dim-fac'd Morne, 
Wien early rifing Birds alowd did fing, 
Andfaire cleare clouds the Element did adorne, 
To £17/:/5men and Frenchfrom heauen was ſent 
A milke-white Crofle within the Firmament. 


Which heauenly Signeof both theſe nations ſcene, 
The havghtie French mou'd with rebellion 
Againlt rheirlawfull King and true-borne Queene, 
Began to yeeld their true ſubmiſſion, 

And tookeit as a great admoniſhment, 

And Signe beroK'ning birrer detriment, 


Thus we may ſee, that the Religion 
Which they conceiuedofthis bleſſed Fight, 
Altred their mindsto veneration, 


King Arthur. 


And mollified their harts then full of ſpight, 
Yeelding vnto their Prince obedience, 
And true ſubmiſſion for their great offence, 


This Gght ofhonor, to the French Kimgs tame 

They did behold, a {peCtacle to Fraznce, 

At the ſame time when the third Erard came, 

And inthe land his colours did aduaunce, 
Sending to (Todoweruthen their King, 
Whichthere became a Chriſtianby Baptizing, 


Hec fant Francorum celebranda inſignia Regrum, 
Lee demiſſa polo, ſuſtinet alma fie: 

Et nobis ceelica dona : 

Et pia Francorumplaceant inſignia Regum, 
eAurea caleſts primum ſuffulta colore 

Lilia, Ceſarys olim tam credita cernts 

eAuri flamma dehinc, veterum uittoria Regum. 


And euer fince great Clodowers raigne, 
They did remaine as En{ignesto that Nation, 


Where ſtill before three Toades they did ſullaine, 


Their onely pourtraiture of commendation, 
By honor to the &vg/4/& Kings pertaining, 


His barbed Horſes beat the yceldingground, 
And with their neighing ternifidecheir foe, 

Prowd of their riders, in whoſe harts arc found 
A promiſeto the Komares ouenthrow, 


(ning, 
That conquer'd Fraxxce , when all cheir pride was wais 
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Ti: gliſtzring thine of their well-faſhion'd armour, 
Te!s ail mzn here doth ride a Conquerour, 


T'1cir Armour firongly made and firmely wrought, 
Not to the vie of old decayed Time, 
Who with their guilded ſhewes are good for nought, 
Bur like ro ſtonie wals not made withlime, 

The Brytaines went not proudly armoured, 

But (trong,as ſcorning to be conquered. 


In Cats he his colours doth advance, 
Who all for feare do entertaine this Prince, 
And paſſeththrough the regiment of France, 
And doth with pwiſſance the French conuince: 
Still marching vp to Parts and to R 949e, 
Bringing that Countrie in ſubicCion. 
And hauing gothis Title and his Name, 
A Ticle got with famous victorie, 
He marcheth forward to enlarge his Fame, 
Leauing faire France in his chro 
By ſword and clemencie he conquer'd [ſlard, 
And wonne by famous warre the land of Gorbland. 


Now more and more hisarmie doth increaſe, 
And mightic Kings do offer him their aide, 
So inthe country they might live in peace, 
His warlikefollowers ſo their minds diſmaid: 
The name of Arthur King of Britane, 
Hath fear'dthe Romy# Gacefrom leaky. 


King Arthur, 

Atlaſthe comes to mecte hisenemic, 

High-barted Zvci:e that his letters ſent, 

To great Carleon with ſuch Maieltie, 

That ſliff-ly did demaund a baſe intent : 
But now he wiſht King £-thur were away , 
For feare he loſtthe Honor of the day, 


The Britaines valour was {o adinirable, 

As when a Lion niceteth with his Pray; 

King Arthrs courage lo incitimable, 

That nere a Romarxe durlt his (irengrh aflay: 
But like the duſt wich wind did cake their flight, 
Yeeldingby Warre what they demaund by Might, 


Herelay a heape of R oma»: ſlaughtered, 
Trode ynder foote by proud yictorious Steedes, 
And here one Friend another murthered, 
Not able for to helpe him in his neede: 
Here bruiſed Souldiers that alowd did cry, 
Brauc Arthar helpe vsin our miſcric. 


And after he had wonne ſo greata Field, 
Andouerthrew the Xomane Luci, 
He pardon'd thoſe that gracioufly would yeeld, 
And leauetheir Leader proud Tiberius: 

Who left his men for feare, and would not fight, 


But hid himſelfe in darknefle of the Night. 


This baſe retraiteand glorious V:Ctorie , 

To Arthurs honour and Tiberizes ſhame, 

Was ſpred through Kome, through France, through /rah, 
K 


66 Kine Arthur. 
O 


An extollationto the Byy:4 name: 
Who forraged abour,yer all did flie,” 
Tull 4-thxr tooke them to his pitying mercie, 


Forwardtowards Rome theſe Britaines make their way, 
Soundivg Defiance as they paſlc along, 
Their conquering Enfignes ſtill they do diſplay, 
In Armes and hautie courage paſſing ſtrong: 
All Cities offer peacegall Townes ſubmit 
To Arthur: greatneſic,as athing molt fit. 


But as they paſſe huge Afrmedon do liriue, 
SurnamedGtantsfor to ſtop this King, 
And yow by Paganiſme (by whichthey thriue, ) 
His bodie in Ocean to fling: 
And daunt his followers, who as Fame hath faid, 
Ofgreat bigge monſtrous men were not afraid, 


Artlaft chey marchypon a broade plaiae, 

When firſt theſe wh ys. be doth ſpic, 

The Britames ſcornefor toretire againe, 

But either winnethe honor, or elſe die: 
Courage quoth Arthwr,berter dic with fame, 
Then yeeldor turnetoourimmortall ſhame. 


At length they meete,and meeting cope together 
As _= rapids Boares are Fall ofire,* y 
The ViQtorie asyer inclin'dto neither, 

Bur from their Creaſts and Shields did ſparckle fire: 
Inkindled Wrath from Arthwys brealt hath prong, 
That he made paſſage thronghthe thickeſt throng, 


King Arthur. 


The King of Giants Arthur meetes withal!, 
And copes with him:for in his firength did ſtand 
His Kingdomes great aduancement,or his fall, 
His Subiects peace, his quietneſſe of land: 
Butthis renowneto Britaine doth remaine, 
The Giant, Arthur hand to hand hath (laine, 


When he was downe the reſt did faint for feare, 

Which when the Brit; armic had efpied, 

Their true-borne yalour did they not forbeare, 

Buc all che greene = with their bloud chey died: 
And madeſuch laughter of theſe monſtrous men, 
Thar atter-time hath regiltred agen, 


Aferthis Conqueſt is King Athy minded, 
With all his royall power to march to R ome, 
And with his Lords he hath determined, 
This gallant Reſolution,and this Doome: 
To crowne himſelfe by warretheir Emperour, 
And ouer all a mightic Gouernour, 


And had not Fortune and Rebellion, 
Stir'd vp his Coufin Morareds hautic mind, 
Ar home to make ciuill inuaſion, 
Who ſought King A-:hwrs glory forto blind, 
With honour had he re-inkindled fire, 
To burne the wals of Rowe to his defire, 


But O falſe Mordred,thou deceitfull Kinſman, 
(Begor of Treaſonsheyre)thusto rebell, 
Againlt thy noble Nephew, who hath wonne 
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Cicies ad peopled Townes that did excel! : 
And all he did wasfor to glotific 


[His Royall kindred and his Noble courtrey. 


But thou ſome baſe-borne Haggard mak'lt a wing, 
Acainltthe Princely Eagle in his flight, 
And likea hifſing Serpent feek'(t ro lting 
The Lion that did ſhield thee from deſpight: 
But now being wakened by his Countries wrong, 
With warre he meanes to yiſite you ere long. 


The newes of this proud Rebellin his Land, 
Was like deepe piercing arrowes at his hart, 
Intemperate Rage did make them vnderſtand 
King Arthwys furie,and fond Afordreds \mart , 
Who vow'dreuengement molt ynnaturall, 
Oa him that ſought co bring his friends ro thrall. 


He ſounds Retraite with heart-ſwolne heauinefle, 
That he mult leaue faire Kowre vnconquered, 
And marcheth throvgh the Land in quictneſle , 
To be reuerg'd on the Vſurper Aordred: 
At this {weet newes of his departing thence, 
The Romaines praiſethe Rebels excellence, 


King Arthur heard at bisreturne towards Prytazne, 
How Aforared had proclaim'd bicmſelfe there King, 
Thoſe that reſiſted, he by force hath ſlaine, 
Vnto their Countries ground a gentle oftring , 
And to the Saxon Cheldricke isallide , 
Who landing to their Jawfu!l King denide, 


By 


King Arthur 


By force they drive King Arthur from the ſhore, 
And like rebellious Monſters kill his men , 
Which when he viewes,be [triucth wore and more, 
And his great puiſſant ſtrength renewes agaiac, 
And mauere all the powe er they withiland, 
At Sandwich Noble . {thurtaketh Land: 


And ioyning battell with his enemies, 
The traytrous Rebels are dilcomfhited, 
And Mordred all in halt away he flics , 
By treaſons bloudie Traine & murther led, 
To gather Powertorenewthe fight, 
Vrg' d forward by the Saxon Cheldr; ICRS ipigh c 


The Noble Arthur in this conflict loſt 

Some of his followers whom he lou'd too dearcy 

The death of gentle Gawer grieu'd him molt, 

As by his outward ſorrow did appeare: 
This Gawen was proud Morareds lawtullbrother, 
Legitimate by father and by mother, 


O mirrour ofttue borne gentilitie, 

Faire mappe of Honor in his gentle blood, 

That rather choſe toloue kisnoble coumrie, 

And ſeeke the meanes to do his life Liege good, 
Then to defend his kindred by that Warte, 
That made the Sonne and molt kind Father jarre. 


Kind Gawen, truſtic worthie Gentleman, 
Belou'd of. 4rthwr,as deſeruedly; 
Recording Time thy faichfulneſle ſhallſcan, 
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And loyall Truth wrapr vp in memorie: 
Shall ſay in thy Kings quarrell being iuſt, 
A: laſt thou dicd{t,notin thy Brothers cruſt. 


Thy gentle Kino prepard thy Funeral, 

Andlaidthy bodic in a Sepulchre, 

Inchine owne country richly done and royall, 

At Roſe whoſe aunceſtrie ſhall (Hill endure: 
Andlike a Nephew,mourn'd and wept for thee, 


Gricuing to looſe Bryriſh Nobilitic, 


Burto proceede in this ynluckie fight, 
King A»g#/el was ſlaine whom Arthwr loued, 
A man in whom his countrie tooke delight, 
That ne're with home-bred Treacheric was moued, 
In falſe-faith'd Scotland was his bones interd, 
© To which before King Arthur him preferd, 


That vriuſt Afordred Miſchiefes nouriſher, 

Times bad infamer, Traitor to the State, 

Of his whole Countrie boundsthe chicfe perturber, 

Whoſe name to this day rmongſt them growesin hate, 
Fled from the bartell,gerting ſhips he ſaild _ 
Weſtward towards Cormyail, whe his force was quaild, 


But when King Arthur heard of his departure, 
Cauſing the reſale Rebels for to flie, 
To make the way of his defence more ſure, 
With ſpeed he re-inforſt his royall armie, 
With new ſupplie of hardie men at Armes, 
Whoſe Reſolgtion fear'd no following harmes. 


With 


King Arthur 


With his whole force he marcheth after him 
Where all the X ent1/b men reioycetoſee 
King Ar1hxrs Colours, whoſe ric) pride doth dim 
The fairc-fac'd Sunne in all his Maieſtic: 

Not reſting till he came vnto the place, 

Where Aordred was incamped for a ſpace, 


By FWmcheſter a Citic of renowne, 
The Traitorous armic of this Mordredlay, 
On whole proud gather'd troupe the Sunne did frowne, 
Fore-ſhewingto his mena blacke-fac't day: 
And ſo it prou'd before the ſelfe-ſame right; 
Atorared and his belt friends vere {flainein fight. 


At Camblane was this bloudie battell cnded, 
Where fame-acthicuing ether ſore was wounded, 
Writh gallanCZ-raine Lords being attended, 
Whole ſword {cald Pridwin) manic had confounded, 
Yet Fortunes vaſcene immorralirie, 
Sometime cuts downe [prigs of a Monarchie. 


Art this dayes dolefull ſtroke of Arthur; death, 
The glorious ſhining Sunne looke pale and wanne, 
And whenthis Monarch loſedforth his breath, 
The Britaines being amaz'd about him ranne: 
And with their nailes dit teare their fleſh aſunder, 
That they had loſt their Kingthe worlds great Wonder, 


Ouer this litleIland he had raigned, 
The fulliuft terme of fixe and ewentie yeares, 
Whentwelue moſt famous bartels he obtained, 
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Ring Arthur. 
Ain our auncient Chronicles appeares, 
And inthe Church-yard of faire G/aftenburie, 
Tacy held King Arthars wofull oblequie, 


And inthetimeof ſecond Henries dayes, 

Berweene two pillars was his body found, 

That in hislife deleru's immortal! praile, 

Layd fixtcene foote deepe ynderneath the ground; 
Becaulehis Saxon focs whom he did chaſe, 
Should not wich {words hisliuelefle corps deface. 


TInthclaſt yeare of Henrierroyaltie, 
More then ſixe hundred after his buriall, 
By the Abbot of the houſe of G/afkenburie, 
Ar laſt they found King eHrhwrs tunerall: 
Henry de Bloys the Abbots pamethey gaue, 
Who by the Kings commaund did find the graue, 


Tae principall and chiefe occaſion 
That moou'd King Heryy for to ſeeke theplace, 
Was that a Bardth in W<clſh diuifion, 
Recorded Arthnrs ates vnto his Grace: 
And inthe foreſaid Church-yard he didſing, 
Thar they ſhould find the body of the King. 


And thoſe that dig'd to find his bodie there, 
After they enterd ſeuen foote deepe in ground, 
A mightie broadeſtone to them did appeare, 
With a great leaden Crofle thereto bound, 
And downwards towardsthe corpes the Crofle did lie, 
Containing this inſcripted pochie, 


Hic 
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Hic iacet ſepultis mclytus Rex, 
Arthurus in Inſula Aualanie. 


His bodie whoſe great ates the world recorded, 

When vitall limitation gaue him life, 

And Fames ſhrill golden Trump abroad had ſounded, 

W hat Warres he ended, what Debate, what Strife, 
What Honor to his countrey, what great Louc, 
Amongſt his faithful ſubicRts he did proue, 


Was not interdin ſumptuous royaltie, 

With funerall pompeof kindred and of friends, 

Nor cloſdein marble fione wrought curiouſly, 

Nor none in mourning blacke tis King artends, 
But in ahollow tree made for the nonce, 
They do enter King erthwys princely bones, 


Their outward habite didnot ſhew their mind, 

For many millions of fad weeping cies, 

In euery (irecte and corner you might find, 

Some beating their bare breaſt,and ſome with outcries, 
Curſing and Banning that proud Afordred; ſoule, 
That did by warre his princelylife controule., 


The Kings that were attendant on his traine, 
Forgot their kingdomes,and their royall crownes, 
Their high proud hautie hearts with griefe were ſlaine, 
Strucke in amaze with Fortunes deadly frownes: 

For they bad loſttheir Sceprer,Seare,andall, 

By princely Arthur; molt ynhappicfall, 
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The trunke being opened, at the lalichey found 
The bones of Arthur King of Brytanie, 

Whoſe thin-bone being ſet ypon the ground, 

' (As may appeare by auncient Memonie ) 
R-acht co the middle thigh wicthio a ſpanne, 
Ot atall proper wellſet bigge lim'd Man, 


And furthermorethey found King Arthur skull, 
Of ſuch great largenefle that berwixt his eyes, 
His foreheads ſpace a ſpanne broad was at full, 
That notrue Hiſtoriographey denies: 
The forcnam'd Abbot liuinginthoſe daies, 
Saw what is written now to. Arthur praile, 


The print of tenne wounds in his head appeared, 
All growne together except onely one, 
Of which it ſeemes this worthie Brytaine died: 
Atue Memoriall co his Jouing.Nanon; 

Bur that was greater farthenallthe reſt, 

Had it bene lefler Brytaine had benebleſt, 


In openivg of the Tombe they found his wife, 
Queene Gunner interred withthe King , 
The Trefſcs ofher haireasin her life, - 
Were finely platted whole andyliſteriog : 
The colour likethe molt pureretio'd gold, 
Which being roucht ſtraight rurnedinro mould, 


Henry de Bloyes at the length tranſlated | 
The bones of Artharand bis louely Queene ,; ... 
Jaco the great Church where they were interred, 


Within 


King Arthur, 

Within a Marble toombe,as oft was ſeene: 
Of whom a worthie Poet dorh'rehearſe, 
This £) mitaph in ſweere Heroricke Verſe, 


Hic tacet Arthur flosregum, gloria reons, 
Duem mores probitas Commendant bends perenni. 


Johannis Ley/and;yantiquarij Encomion funcrale,in 
vicam,facta, morremq; Regis Arthuriincliriſſuni. 


oy Axomcas toties qui fudit marte cruento 
Turmas Ton peperit /p olys ſt /a bt nomen opam1s, 
Fulmmeo totes Piftos qu rontudzt enſe, 
Imnoſuntqae ingum Scott cernicib "145 Ingens, 
Out tumidos G. allos,Germanos quig, feroces 
Perruttt, & Daros bello confregit aperto: 
Denique Mordredam e medio qui [nitulit illud 
Monſtrum, horrendum ingens Airum ſenumque tyramum, 
Hoc tacet extyntlns monamento Arthurius alto, 
Ailitie clarum docs, virtutts alummias, 
Gloria ntunc cent terram iroummuolat omnen, 
eAEtheryque petit ſublimiatetta tonantts, 
Vos igutrer pals Proles generoſa B rianmne 
Inds per. tors ter magho af wurgite ve/iro; 
Et tumulo acro Reſeas mferte Corolla, 
Offic teſtes redalentia mwuncy 4 veſtys, 
T hus E, nohſhed. 
He that ſo oft the Saxon Troupes did foile, 
And got a name of worth wich richelt ſpoile: 
He chac with brand:ſht ſword the Pits deltroyd, 
Andyok'd the Scors,their ftubborn necks annoy d: 
He chat the lotue French and Germaines exce did wire, 
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\ And Daciansforce with Warre did yanquiſh quite: 
He laſtly which cut off that monſter Aordred: life, 
A cruell Tyrant, horrible,mightie, full of rife: 
Arthar lyes buried in this Monument, 
Warres chiefeſt garland, Vertues ſole intent; 
Whoſe Glotic through the world (til ſwiftly flies, 
And mounts wich Fames wings vp to the thundring $kies, 
Yau gentle Off ſpring ofthe Brtaines blood, 
Vatothis puiſſane Emperour do honours good, 
And on his Tombe lay Garlands of ſweete Roſes, 
Sweete gifts of Dutie, and ſweete louing poſes. 
Fints Eptaphy., 
No. Arth. 
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T he true Pedigree of that famous 


V Vorthic King Arthur, colle&ed 
out of many learned Authors. 


"ow men in number entred the yale of Ava/-5:; 
Joſeph of Arimathea was the chiefelt we confeſle, 
Toſue'rhe ſonne of Foſeph his father did attend on, 
With otherten, theſe Glaſton did poſleſle, 

Hilarius the Nephew of lo/eph firſt begate 

Toſwnerhe Wile : Joſe Amiinadab, 

Aminadab Caſtellors had by fate: 

( aſtellors gor Manael that louely Lad, 

And TManael by his wife had faire-fac'd Lambard, 
With another deare ſonne ſurnamed Yard; 

And Leambardatthe length begor aſonne, 


That 


King Arthur 


That had 7-reze born? of bis wile, 
Of this {[arene, Vier tl:e great Penaragon 
Begot King Arthur famous in his hte, 
Where by the truth this Pedigree doth end, 
Arthur from Tofephs loynes did firlt deſcend, 
Peter Coulin to /o/eph of Arimathea, 
Being ſometimes King of great road, 
Begat Er/an that famous worthy Prince, 
Aad Erlan gat Mehanus,that did conuince 
His neighbour foes, /Ze/ranm did beger 
Edor,and Edor Lothos name did let, 
That tooke to wife the filter of King 41:7: 
A Virginefaire,chaſle,louely,and molt pure, 
Of whom this Zotho had foure louely boyes, 
Their fathers comfort and their mothers ioyes, 
Walwan:#s, Agranains,Garels and Guereliſe, 
That in their countrey much did ſoucragnize: 
All which were men of great authoritie, 
And famous in the land of Britame, 


Here endeth the Birth, Life, Death, and Pedigree of 
King Arthur of Britanie,cy now,to where we left, 


Natere tell me one thing ere we part, TYR7K%, 


What famous rowne and fituated Seate, 
Is that huge Building thatis made by Art, 
Againſt whoſe walsthe cryſtall ffreames do beate, 
( As if the flowing tidethe (fiones would cate: 
Thatlies ypon my left hand built ſo hie, 
That the huge top-made Steeple daresthe Skie ? 
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DPIXKIK. 


Nature. 


King Arthur. 


That is the Britaznes towne old Troynonant , 
The whichthe wandring-Troyans Sonne did frame, 
Wien after ſhipwrackehea place did want, 
For to reviuc his Honor-ſplitred Name, + 
An3 raifd againe the cinders ofhis Fame, 
Wen from Sydonian Dido they did (teale, 
To rearethe Pillars of a Common-weale, 
Since when to come more nearer to ourtime, 
Lud the great King did with his wealth enlarge, 
The famous builded Citic of this Clime, 
Aud Lxdi{one to be caldhe gauein charge, 
And Zoydon nov that Towne is growne at large: 
The flowing River Thamaſir is nam'd, 
Whoute Sca-enfuing Tide can neare betam'd. 


O London TI haue heard thee honoured, 

And thy names Glorie rais'd to goodintent, 

Lawes Councell chamber in thy wals is bred, 

The {choole of Knowledge and Experiment : 

Wile Senators to gouerne thee is lent, 
Ailthings to beautifie a Royall Throne, 
Waere Scarſxtie and Deatth did neuer grone, 


Leaue off thy Praiſes till we have moreleaſure, 
And to beguule the wearie lingring Day, 
Whole long-drawne Howers do tire ys out of meaſure 2 
Our cunning in Loue-{qngs let vs affay , | 
And paint our Pleaſure as ſome good Array? 

I will beginne my cunning for toaſt, 

And your Experience we willtry at laſt, 

Here Native ſingeth to this dittie following, 


V Hat is Loue butatoy 
To beguile mens Senſes? 


King Arthur, 


What is C#pid but a boy, 
Boy to caufe expences, 

A roy that brings to fooles oppreſſed rhrall, 
A boy whoſe folly makes a number fall, 


What is Loue bur a child, 

Child of little ſubſtance, 

Making Apes to be wild, 

And their pride to aduance, 

A child that loues with guegawesto betoying, 
And with thinne ſhadowes alwaies to be playing. 


Loue is ſweete, whereinſweete? 

In fading pleaſures,wanton toyes, 

Loue a Lord,and yet mcere, 

To crofle mens humours with annoyes:; 

A bitter pleafure,pleaſing for a while, 

A Lordis Loue that doth mans thoughts beguile, 


O ſing no more, you do forget your Theame, 
And haue prophan'd the ſacred name of Loue, 
You dip your tongue in an ynwhollome Streame, 
And from the golden Truth your notes remouc, 
In my harſh Dittie I will allreproue: 

And vnaccuſtom'd I will tric my skill, 

To plca'ure you,and to copfure your will, 

The Phenix her Song,tothe Diltie before: 
OM Love,religious Saint, 
Mans onely hony-tafting Pleaſure, 

Thy glory,learning caunot paint, 
For thou art all our wordly Trealure: 
Thou art the Treaſure, Treaſure of the ſoule, 
Thar great celeſtiall powers doſtcontroule, 


What greater bliſle then to embrace 


INatiree. 


Phanx. 


Nalure. 
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Taiz parte patterne ofDelight, 
Whole heart-eachaunting Eye doth chaſe 
A'l {tormes of ſorow fron mans Gght: 
Pleaſure, Delight, Wealch,and earth-joyes do [ye 
In Venus boſome, bolome of pure beautic, 


That mind that taſteth perfeR Loue, 

Is farre remoted from annoy : 

Cxpid that God doth fit aboue, 

That tips bis Arrowes all with ioy: 
Andthis makes Poersintheir Verſeto ling 
Loxe is a holy, holy, holy thing, 


O voice Angelicall, O heaueny az, 
The golden praiſe of Loue that thou haſt made, 
Deliverd from thy ſweere ſmoothd honied ropg, 
Commaunds Loueſelfe to lye within a ſhade, 
And yeeld thee all the Pleaſures may be had: 
Thy ſweete melodious voice hath beaurifide 
And guilded Lowes rich amoursin her pride. 


Enough, enough, Loue isa holy thing, 

A power deuine, devine, maicſticall: 

In ſhallow witted braines as you did fing, 

Ic cares not for the force materiall, 

Andlow-borne Swaines itnought reſpects at all : 
She builds her Bower innone but noble minds, 
And there ducadoration fiill ſhe finds, 


Stay Phenix ſtay, the evening Starre drawes nie, 
And Phabuheis pirtetiiom our ſight, 


A Dialgue. 
And with this Wagon mounted inthe Skie, 
Afﬀoording paſlageito the gloomie night, 
That doth the way-faring Paſſenger affright: 
And we are ſet on fooreneererto that Ile, 


In whoſe deepe botcome plaines Delight doth ſmile. 


O what a muskie ſent the ayre doth caſt, 

As ifthe Godsperfuin'd it with ſweerte Myrrhe: 

O how my bloud's inſpired and dothraſte, 

An alteration in my ioynes to ſtirre, 

As ifthe good did with the bad conferre: 
The ayre doth moue my Spirites, purge my Sence, 
Andin my body doth new warre commence, 


Looke round about, behold yon fruicfull Plaine, 
Behold their meadow plots and palture ground, 
Bcholdtheic chryſtall Rivers runne amaine, 
Into the valtc huge Seas deuouring ſound, 
Andin her bowels all her filth is found: 

Ir yomiteth by yertue all corruption, 

Into that watrie plaine of deſolation, 


And while the day giues light vnto our cies, 

Be thou attentiue,and 1 will relate, 

The glorie of the plaines that thou deſcri'ſt, 

Whoſe fertill bounds farre doth extenuate, 

Where Mars and Ven arme inarme haue ſate: 
Ofplants ofhearbs,and of high ſpringiog erees, 
Of ſweete delicious ſauors,and of Bees, 


; Inthis delightſome countrey there doth grow, 
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ADialogne. 
The Mandrake cald in Greeke Mandragorat, 
Some of his yertuesif you looke to know, * 
The iuyce thar freſhly from che roote doth paſſe, 
Purgeth all fleame hike blacke Helleboyrer: 
. Tis good for paine-engendred inthe cies; 
By wine made ofthe roote doth ſleepe ariſe. 


Theres Yellow Crowbelrandthe Daphadil!, 

G ood Harry herbe R obert;and white ( otuln, 

Adders graſſe, Eglantine,and Aphodull, 

Agnus Caitiz,and Acatia, 

The Blacke Arke-angell.( oloquintida, 
Sweete Swear ( anes,Sinkefoile and boies CMerenrie, 
Gooſefoote,Goldſrap,and good Gratia Det. 


Moſſe of the Sea,and yellow Surcorie, 
Sweete 7 refaile, Weedwind,the wholeſome Wormewood, 
JUuskmealons Mouſtaile and Mercurie, 
The dead Arkeangeltthat for wennes is good, 
The Sowuldiers perrow and great Sourhernewood: 
Stone hearts tongue, Bleſſed thiſHle,and SeaT rifely, 
Onr Ladses cuſhwon,and Spaines Pellitorie. 


No doubt this Clymate where as theſe remaine, 
The women and the men are fam'd for faire, 

Here neede they not of aches to complaine, 

For Phiſickes skill growes here without compare: 
All herbes and plants within this Region are, 

But by the way ſweete Natmreas you go, 

Of Agnw Caſtns ſpeake awordot two. 


ADialogue, 


To Veſta,or to perfect Chaſtitie, 

The hot inflamed fpiriteis allaid 

By this ſweete herbe that bends to Luxwrry, 

It driethyp the ſecede of Venerie: | 
The leauesbeiog laid vpon the ſleepers bed, 
Wihchaltneſle,cleannefle,pureneſlc he is ted, 


Burne methelcaues,and firawthen onthe ground; 
Whereas foule yenemous Serpents vie to haunt: 
Andby this vertue herethey are not found, 
Their operation doth ſuch creatures daunt, 
It cauſerhthem from thence forto auaunr: 
If thou be ung with Serpents great or leſle, 
Driake but the ſcede,andthou thalt find redrefſe. 


But to proceed, heres Clary or Cleare-ere, 
{ alues [nout,( ukoe flowers,and the Cuckges medte, 
Calathian Violets, Dandelion, and the Dewbernrie, | 
Leopards foote,and greene Spinage which wevſe to cate, 
And the hot Indian Swunne procuring heate: , 
Great wild Valerian,and the Withie wind, 
The water. Creſſes, or agye-curing Woodbind. 


There's F oxgloue,F orget me not;and Coltardey, 

Galingal, G oldcups,and Bupreſtts, 

Small honeſties, Eye-bright,and ( octelus Panter, 

Double tongue, Moly,an dthebright Azurhilles, 

Smelling C laner,and ethiapts: 

F loramore,Euphorbium,and Eſula, 

White Bulbus violet,and (1 aſſia oh 
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84 ADaulogue. 


Phanix, But by the way ſweete Natwretell me this, 
Is this the CI/foly that is excellent, 
For lirong enchauntments and the Adders hifſe? 
Is this the 17oly that Meronrins ſent 
To wiſe /{ſes, when he did prevent 
The witchcraft,and foule Circes damned charmes, 
That would haue compalt him with twentic harmes? 


Watere, This is the of 7 growing in this land, 
Taat wasreueal'd by cunning Mercwrit 
To grear Vlyſſes,making hin withſtand 
The band of Circes fatallſorcerie, 
That would hauc lodenhim with miferie: 
And ere wepaſſc I'eſhewfome excellence, 
Of other hearbs in Phiſickes noble Science. 


There Mngwort, Senaand Tithimailes, 

Oke of /ernſalem,and Lyryconfancie, 

Larkes ſpurre, Larkes claw and Lentiler, 

Garden Nigella, Mill,ond Prone, 

Woody Ni ohuſpade, \Mints,amd Sentorie, 
S Shred Dragons,and Goates oregan, 
Pelemenm, kbraank Oſmond the Watermax. 


Firſt ofthis Afvgwort it did take the name, 

Of Artemeſia wike to Manſolews, 

Whoſe ſunne-bred beaurie did his heart inflame, 
When ſhe was Queene of Helicarnaſſne, 

Diana gave the herbe this name to vs: 

Becauſe this yertueto vs it harkilent, 

For womens matters it is excellem, | 


ADralogue. 


And he that ſhall this herbe about him beare, 

Is freed from hurt or daunger any way, 

No poiſned Toade nor Serpent {hall him feare, 

As he doth crauell in the Sunne-ſhine day, 

No wearinefle his limmes ſhall ought aflay : 
And it he weare this Afwgwor: at his brea(?, 
Being trauclliog,he nere {hall couer reli. 


There is blacke Helebore cald CMelampodinine, 
Becauſe an Arcadian (hepheard firlt did find 
This wholſome herbe Aclamparnam'd of ſome. 
Which the rich Proetus daughters wits did bind, 
When {he to extreame madnetle was inclind: 

Ic cured and reuiu'd her memorie, 

That was poſleſt with a continuallfrenzie, 


There Centrie in Greeke Centazrion, 

That fromthe Centaure Chiron tooke the name, 

In Spaine t'was cald { intoria long agone, 

And ch:is much honor muſt we giue the ſame, 

Wild Tygers with the leaues a man may tame: 
Tis good for finewed aches, and giues light 
Tothe blacke miſtic dimneſſe of che fight. 


Fames golden glorie ſpreadeth this report, 
Vpon a day that Chiron was a gueſt, 
To arme- ſtrong Hereales,and didreſort 
Vnto his houſe to a moſi ſumptuous feaſt, 
And welcome wasthe ( entawre monglt the rett, 
Bur ſee his lucke,he on hisfoote let fall, 
| Great Hercs/'r{haft,and hurt bimſelfe withall, 


M 3 


84 ADialo 


Phanix, But by the way ſweete Naturere ni 


Natere, 


Is thisthe CM/oh that is excellent, 

For [trong enchauntments and the Adders hiffe? 

Is this the 7oly that AHeronrin ſent 

To wiſe Yes, when he did prevent 
The niccheraand foule Circes damned charmes, 
That would haue compalt him with twentic harmes? 


This is the /o/y growing in this land, 

Taat wasreueal'd by cunning Mercwrit 

To grear Vlyſſes,making his withſtand 

The hand EL, Cerces fatallſorcerie, 

That would haue lodenhim with miſerie: 
And ere wepaſſe I'eſhewfome excellence, 
Of other hearbs in Phyſickes noble Science. 


There CMngwort, Sena and Tithimailer, 
Oke of [ernſalem,and Lyryconfancie, 
Larkes ſpurre, Larkes claw and Lentiler, 


Garden N:gella, Mill,and Pronze, 

Woody Ni eheſbade, —_— ©15mvok 
S LE Dragons,and Goat An, 
Pelemenm, ' Helt-bore andOf che Watermax. 


Firſt of this Afugwort it did takethe name, 
Of Arremeſia wite to Manſolews, 
Whole ſunne-bred beautie <1d his heart inflame, 
When ſhe was Queene of Helicarnaſſne, 
Diana gave the herbe this name to ys: 
Becauſe this yertueto vs it harkilent, 


For womens matters itiv excellem, 


A Dialogue. 

And he that ſhall this herbe about him beare, 

Is freed from hurt or daunger any way, 

No poiſned Toade nor Serpent ſhall him feare, 

As he doth crauell in the Sunne-ſhine day, 

No wearinefle his limmes ſhall ought aflay : 
And it he weare this Afwgwor: at his brea(?, 
Being trauclliog,he nere {hall couer rel. 


There is blacke Helebore cald CMelampodirene, 
Becauſe an Arcadian [hepheard firlt did find 
This wholſome herbe A4c/amparnam'd of ſome. 
Which the rich Proetus daughters wits did bind, 
When ſhe to extreame madnetle was inclind: 

Ic cured and reviu'd her memorie, 

That was poſleſt with a continualifrenzie, 


There Centrie in Greeke Centanrion, 
That fromthe Centaure Chiron tooke the name, 
In Spaine t'was cald ( intoria long agone, 
And ctis much honor muſt we giue the ſame, 
Wild Tygers with the leaues a man may tame: 
Tis good for finewedaches, and giues light 
. Totheblacke miltie dimneſſe of che fight, 


Fames golden glorie ſpreadeth this report, 
Vpon a day that Chrron was a gueſt, 

To arme-(trong Hereales,and didreſort 

Vnto his houſe to a moſt ſumptuous feaſt, 

And welcome wasthe ( extawre mongſt the rett, 
Bur ſee his lucke,he on hisfoote let fall, 
Great Hercw/'r{haft,and hurt bimſelfe withall, 
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A Dialogue. 

A mightic arrow notfor himto weeld, 

The wound being deepe,and with a venom'd point, 

To Deaths areſtment he began ro yeeld, 

And there with ſundrie Balmes they did annoint, _ 

His wounded foote being {truckenthrough the ioynt: 
All would got ſerue tillthatan old man brought, 
This Centarrrie that caſe to him hath wrought, 


There's G/mzond balepate,Plebane,and Oculu Chrifti, 

Sleeping mphti/hade,Salomons ſeale,and Sampare, 

Saze of lernſalem,and {weete Roſemarie, 

Great Puloſella,Sengreene,and Alexander, 

Kmghts Milfoile, Maſtiche,and Stocke gillofer, 
Hearts eaſe, herbe twopence and HermodattHl, 
Narciſſus,and the red flower Pimpernell. 


That word Nzrciſſu is of force to ſtcale, 

Cold running water from a ſony rocke: 

Alas poore boy thy beautie could not heale 

The wound that thou thy ſelfe too deepe didſt locke; 

Thy ſhadowed eyesthy perfeReyes did mocke, 
Fallebeautie fed true beautie from the deepe, 
Whea inthe glaſhie water thou did(t peepe, 


O Louethou art imperious full of might, 

And dolt revenge thecrie diſdaining louer 

Hislookes to Ladieseyes did giue alight, 

But pride of beautiegdid his beautic {mother, 

Like him for faire you could not find another: 
Ah had he lou'd,and not on Ladics lower, 
He neare had bene transformed to a flower, 


This 


A Dialogue. 


This is an Embleamefor thoſe painted face, 
Where devine beaurie reſts her for a vehile, 
Filling their browes with ſtormes and great Ciſcraces, 
Thac on the pained ſoule yeelds nor a imile, 
But puts true toue into perpecuall exile: 
Hard hearted Soule,ſuch fortune light on thee, 
That thou maiſtbe tranform'd as well as be, 


Ah had the boy bene pliable to be wonne, 

And not abuſde his morne excelling face, 

He might haue liu'd as beautcous as the Sunne, 
Andto bis beautie Ladies would giue place, 


Bur O proud Boy,thou wroughtltthine owne diſgrace: 


Thou lou'lt thy ſelte,and by the ſelfe ſame loue, 
Did'lt thy deuineſie ro a Hower remoue. 


But toproceed, there's Chrzſts ocul-es, 
The ſeede of this Horminum drunke with wine, 
Doth tire a procurations heare in vs, 
And to Libideaous luſts makes menincline, 
And mens vnable bodies doth refine: 

Ic bringsincreaſe by operation, 

And multiplies our generation. 


There's Carrets, Cherzile,and the (ncumer, 
Red Patiens, Purſlane,and Gmoiduum, 


Oxe eie.ſhcepe killing Penygraſſer,andthe golden flower 


Cuckeepintell,our Lagves ſeale,and Sagapinunn, 

T heophraft 1 violet and V mcetoxicum: 

Saint Peters wort, and louely Venue haire, 

And Sq*i/la,thar keepes men from foule deſpaire. 


Nate, 


A Dialogue. 


O this word Carrers, ifanumber knew 
The vertue of thy rare excelling roote, 
And what good help to menthere doth enſue, 
They would their lands, and their liues ſellco boote, 
But thy ſweete operation they would view : 
Sad dreaming Louers ſlumbring in the night, 
Wouldinthy honie working take delight. 


The Thracian Orpheus whoſe admired $kill 
Infernall Pro once hath rauiſhed, 
Cauſing high Trees to daunce againſt their will, 
And vntam'd Beaſt wirh Muficks Harpe hath fed, 
And Fiſhesto the ſhore hath often led, 

By his experience oftentimes did proue, 

This Roote procur'din Maidesa perfect loue, 


Purſlane doth comfort the inflamed harr, 
And healeth the exulcerated kidnies: 
It oppethall defluxions falling ſmart, 
And when we ſleepe expelleth dreames and fancies : 
It drives Imaginations from oureyes, 
Theiuyce of P#rſlane hindreth that defire, 
When men to Vers garnes would faine aſpire, 


Theres Rocket, Jacke by the hedge, and Lowe inidleneſſe, 
Knights water Seugreene, and Suner maidenheare, 
—Pars Nauews, Torneſol, and towne Creſſes, 
Starre thiſtle that for many things isdeare, 
And Sezathatin [za/yCornedoth beare : 
Wake-robbins, Hyacinth, and Hartichocke, 
Leruce, that mens ſence aſleepe doth rocke, 


O poore 


A Dialogue. 


O poore boy Hyacinth:«« tliy +. face 

Ot which Apo/io was enamored, 

Brought thy lites Lordtootimely to that place, 

Where playing with thee thou walt murdered, 

Andwith thy bloud the grafſe was ſprinckled : 
Thy bodie was transformed in that hower, 
Inco ared white mingled Gilli-floywer, 


Bat yet Apollo wept when he was (laine, 

For playing with him, cleane agaiaſt his will 

He made him breartblefle,this procur'd his paine : 

True loue doth ſeldome fecke true loue to kill; 

O Loue thou many aCtions dolt fulfill ! 
Scarch, feck,8 learn whac things there may be ſhown, 
Then ſay that Loues ſweet ſecrets are ynknowne, 


And as atoken of Apolloes ſorrow, 
A filuercolourzd Lillie did appeare, 
Theleaucs his perfect fighes and reares did borrow, 
Which haue continued {till from yeareto yeare; 
Which ſh2wes him louing,not tobe ſeucre, 

At a1 is written as a mourning Dittie , 

Vpoathis flower which ſhewes Apollves purie, 


O Schoole-boyes I will ceach youſuch a ſhife, 

As will be worth a Kingdome when you know it, 
An herbethachath aſccret hidden dritr, 

To none but Treauants do I meaneto ſhow it, 
And all deeperead Phiftions will allow it: 

O how you play the wags, andfaine would heare 
Son ſecret mattertoallay y I 


Phanix. 


Natwre. 
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A Dialogue. 
Theres garden Rocker, take me but the ſeed, 
When in your Maiſters brow your faults remaine, 
And whento ſaue your ſeluesthere is great need, 
Being whiptor beaten you ſhall feele no paine, 
Althoughthe bloud your buttocks ſeeme to ltaine z 
It hardneth ſo the fleſh and tenderskin, 
That what is {cene without comes not withia. 


The Father that defires to haue a boy, 
Thar way be Heire ynto his land and living, 
Ler his eſpouſed Loue drinke day by day, 
Good Ariichocks, who buds in Auguſt bring, 
Sod in cleare running water of the ſpring; 
Wiues naturall Conceptionit doth ſtrengthen, 


Andthcir declining life by force doth lengrhen, 


In Sommertime, when ſluggiſh idleneſſe 
Doth haunt the bodie of a healthfull man, 
In Winter time when a cold heauie ſlowneſle 
Dorth tame a womans ſtrength, do what ſhe can, 
Making her locke both bloudleſſe, pale and wan, 
The vertue of this Artichocke is Ck 
Ic ſtirres them vp tolabour veric much, 


Theres Sowbread,Starwort,and Starre of Hieru/alew, 

Baſe or flat Verwine, andthe wholeſome Tarſee, 
0 to bed at noone, and Titimmalem, 

Hundred headed thiſtle, and tree-claſping Ine, 

Storks bill, great Stonecrop, and ſeed of Canary, 
Dw-rfe gentian, Snakeweedand ſommer Sawory, 
Bell rags, prickly Boxe,and Raſpu of Conentry. 


This 


A Dialogue. 


This Sowbread is an herbe that's perillous, 
For howlocucr this ſame Roote be vſed, 
For women growne with child tis dangerous, 
And thereforc itis good to berefuſed: 
Vnlefle too much they ſecke to be miſuſed, 
O haue a care how this you do apply, 
Eicher in inward things or outwardly, 


Thoſe that about them carrie this ſame Sowbread, 

Or plant it in their gardens in the Spring, 

If that they onely ouer it do tread, 

Twill kill che iflue they about them bring, 

When Mother Lu{abie withioy ſhould fiog : 
Yet wanton ſcaping Maides perhaps willtaft, 
This yakind herbe, and ſnatch ir yp in haſt, 


Yerler me giuea warning to you all, 

Do not geuene roo much in dalliance, 

Be not ſhort-hceld with euery windto fall : 

The Eye of heauen perhaps will not diſpence 

With your raſh fault, bur plague your fowle offence, 
And take away the workingand the vertue, 
Becaulcto him you broke your promis'd dutie, 


Theres 1, that doth cling about the tree, 
And with her leauic armes doth round embrace 
The rotten hollow witheredtrunke we lee, 
That from the maiden C:{ſ* tooke that place, 
Grape-crowned Bacchr did this damzell grace: 
Louc-piercing windowes dazeled ſo her cyc, 
Thar in Loucs ouer-kindoeſle ” did dyc, 
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A rich-wrovght ſumptuous Banquet wasprepared, 
Vnto the which the Gods wereall invited: 
Amongſt them all this Ciſſzzs was winared, 
Andin the ſight of Bacch:y much delighted: 
In her faire bulome was true Lovevmred, 
She daun:c't and often kiſt him wichſuch mirth, 
That ludden ioy did (top hervuallbreath. 


: Aſſoone as that the Nouriſher of things, 


O.r Grandam Earth had rafted of her bloud, 
F-om foerth ber bodie atreſh Plantthere ſprings, 
4nd then ar Iny-climing Herbe there liood, 
Trart for the fluxe Diflenteric is good * 

For the remembrance of the God of wine, 

It therefore alwaies claſpes abour the Vine. 


There is Anzelica or Dwarfe Gentian, 

Wooſeroe beg dride inthe hot ſhining Sunne, 

From de1th:t doth preferue the poyſoned man, 

Whoſe extreame torment makes his life halfe gone, 

That from deaths mixed potion couldnot ſhunne: 
No Pellilence nor no infeCtious aire, 


Shall do himTiar,or cauſe himto diſpaire. 


Theres Cardn:ts bentdiftie cald the Bleſſed thiſtle, 

Neſwort, Peniroyall, and Aſtrolochia, 

Tellow Wolf5-bare, and Roje-(mellng Bramble, 

Our Ladies Bedſtraw, Brookehme,and Limaria, 

Crnque foile, Cats taule, and {+ reſſe Sciatica, 
Hollhockes, Monſeare,and Pety Morre!!, 
Sage, Scorpiades,and the garden Sorrel, 


Firſt 


A Dialogue. 


Firſt ofthe Neſewort, it doth driuc away, 


And poyſonerh troubleſome Mice and long-tail* Res, 


And being > ſod in milke, it doth deftroy 
Bees, Waſpes,or Fles, andlitle flinging Goats: 
It killech D: "B's and reft difturbing Cars, 

Boylcd with vineger it doth aflwage 

The ach proceeding from the tooths hot r2 oe, 


Sage isan herbe for health preſeruatiue, 

It doth expell from women barrenneſle; 

e/£t14 ſaith, it makes the child to line, 

Whoſe new. knit ioynts arc full of fe eblene le, 

And comferteth the mothers wearincflc 
Addiog alinely ſpirit, that doth ocod 
Voco the painefull labouring wiues ficke bloud, 


In E7ypt wha a great mortalitie , 
And killing Peltilence didinfeRt the Land, 
M akingthe people die innumerablie, 
The plague being ceaſt,the women out of hand 
Did drinke of iuy ceof Sagecontinually, 
That made them toincreaſe and multi! vly, 


And br1 ing foorth ſtore of children pre: (ently y 


This herbe Lxmaria, if a horſe do graſe 
Within a medow where the ſame doth grow, 
And ouer it doth come with gentle pace, 
Hauing a horflocke at his foote below, 
As many have, that ſaue-gard we do know , 

It opeveth the Locke,andnakesitfall, 

Deipight the barre thatit is = withall, 
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There's Srandergras, Hares ballockes,or great Orchir, 
Prouokerh Venes,and procureth ſport, 
It helpes the weakned body that's amiſle, 
And fals away in a conſumptuous ſort, 
Ic heales the Heftique feauer by report: 
But the dried ſhriueld roote being withered, 
Hindreth the yertue we hauevitered, 


If Man of the great ſpringing rootes doth cate, 
Being in matrimoniall copulation, 
Male children ofhis wife he ſhall beget, 
This ſpeciall vertue hath the operation, 
It Women make the withered rootes their meate, 
Faire louely Daughters, affable, and wile, 
From their freſh ſpringing loines there ſhall ariſe, 


Theres Ro/emariegthe eArabians iuſtifie, 

( Phiſitions of exceeding perfect skill,) 

It comforteth the braine and Memorie, 

Andtothe inward ſence giues ftrengrhat will, 

The head wich noble knowledgeic doth fill. 
Conſcrues thereof reltores the ſpeech being loſt, 
And makes apertect Tongue withlirtle colt, 


Theres Dwale or Nightſaade tis afaall plant, 
Ic briogeth men into a deadly ſl:epe, 

Then Rage and Anger doth their ſenſes haunt, 
Andlike mad ax they a coile do ketpe, 
Till leane-fac'd Neath intotheir hearr doth creepe, 
In Almaine graue experience hath vs tought, 
This wicked herbe for manicthings is nought, 


A Dialogue. 


Oke of Ieru/alembeing throughly dried, 

And laid inpreſles where your clothes do lie, 

No Mothes or venome mongſ then ſhall abide, 

It makes them ſmell ſo odoriteroully, 

That it doth kill them all immediately: 
Ir helpes the breaſt chat's topped with corruption, 
And giues mans breath fit operation, 


Bleſt be our mother Earth that nouriſheth, 

In her rich womb the ſeede of Times increalc, 

And by her yenue all things flouriſbeth, 

When from her boſome ſhe doththem releaſe, 
But aretheir Plants and Trees in this faire Ile, 
Where Floras [weete ſpread garden {eemesto [mile? 


Asplentifull vnto theſe 7/anders, 

Are the fruit-bearing Trees, as bethe Flowers: 

And to the chiefeſt Lords that are commandcrs, 

They ſerue as pleaſant ouer-ſhading bowers, 
To banquet in the day, and ſport being late, 
And moſt of them I mcane to nominate, 


Ther's the great flurdie Oke and {preading //ine, 

Vader whoſe branches Bacchw vid' to ileepe, 

The Roſe-rree and the loftie bearing Pixe, 

That ſeemes (being toucht with wind) tulloft to weepe, 
The Hawthorne, Chriſts-thorne and the Roſemary, 
The T amaruke, Willw,and the Almond-tree. 


The moſt chaſt tree, that Chaſtneſſe doth betoken, 
The Hollyholme, the ( orke and Gooſeberrie, 


Wee Rn ie eel EE: 


A Dialogue. 
That never with tetmpeſtuous ſtormes is ſhookes, *. © 
The Olie, Philbert,and the Barberie , 
The Maftickerree whoſe liquid gumme being dride, 
Is good tor themthat Rheume hath terrified, 


Theres Ida tree, ſo cal'd becauſe that /ew, 
That did becray the innocent Lambe of God, . 
T here hrft of all his forrowesto renew, 
Did hang himlelfe,plagu'd with a heauy rod, 
Aiuſt reward tor luch an yniult {laue , 
That would betray his Mailter tothe graue, 


Theres A/-tree, Maple, and the Syramore, 

Pomegranate, Apricockes and Innipere: 

The T #rpentine that ſweet iuyce doth deplore, 

The 9mnce,the Peare-tree, andthe young mans Medlar, 
The F:9-tree,Orenge,and the ſweet moiſt Lemmon, 
The Nutmeg, Plum-tree,and the loucly Cytron, 


Now forthe 14 rtlerree,it beares the name, 
Being once the gods Pal/as belt beloued, 
Of 1er/n the yeurg faire Athenian Dame, 
Becauſe in aRt.uenefle ſhe much excelled: 
The luſte young men of Arhenta, 
She ill was honour'd ofthe wile Idinerna, | 


Who willing her at Tilt and Tournament, 

Ac running, vaulting, and Activitie, 

Andother exerciſe of gouernement, 

Not to be abſent from her Deite ; 

Becauſe that ſhe az Iudge might giuethe Crowne, 


ADialogue. 
- Andgarlandtothe ViQtors great renowne. 
But no forepaſſed age was free from Enmie, 
That ſpitefull honor-crazing enemy: 

For onatime giuing the equall glorie 

To himthat wan it moſt deſerucdly, 


The yanquiſher in furie much diſpleaſed, 
Slue THerjmr whom theGoddeſle fauored. 


Pall«s offended with their cruelcie, 

Did gratefully revenge her Maidens death, 

Transforming her into a Mirtle tree, 

Sweetly to flouriſh in the lower carth: 
The berties are a meanes for to redrefle 


(Bcingdecocted) ſwolne-fac'd Drunkennefle. 


The ſtormie Winters greene remaining Z 
Was Daphne, Ladon andthe Earths faire daughter, 
Whom wiſe Apo{/o-haunced in the day, 
Till at the length by chaunce alas he caught her: 
O ifſuch faulrs were inthe Gods aboue, 
Blame not poore filly men if they do loue, 


Bur ſhe not able (almoſt out of breath) 

For corefift the wiſe Gods humble ſute, 

Made her petition ro her mother Earth, 

That ſhe would ſuccourher, and make her mute: 
The Earthbeing glad ro caſe her miſcrie, 
Did ſwallow her,and turn'd her to a Bay tree, 


Apollo being amazedat this hght, 


Named it Daphnefor his Daphner hooour, 

Twiſting a Garland to his hearts delight, 

And on his headdid weate it asa tauour: 
Andtothis day the Bay trees memorie, 
Remainesas token of true Prophehe. 


Some of the heathen,men of opinion, 

Suppoſethe greene-leau'd Bay treecan reſiſt 

Inchauntments,ſpirites, andillufion, 

And make them ſeeme as ſhadowes ina miſt, 
This tree is dedicate onely tothe Sunne, 
Becauſe her yertue from his vice begonne, 


The Xoſetree hath ſuch preatlarge ſpreading leaues, 
That you may wrap a child oftwelue months old 
In one ofthem,valeſle therruth deceaucs, 
For ſo our Herboryts hauetruly told: 
By that great Citie Alephin Aſrie, 
This tree was found hard by Fntia 


The fruite hereof (the Greekerand Chriſtians) 
That do remaineinthat large-ſpreading Citie, 
The misbelecuing /ewes and Perſians, 
Hold this opinion fora certaintie: 

Adam did eate in liuely Paradiſe, 

That wrapt mansfree-borne ſoules in miſcries, 


Theſe trees,theſe plants,and this deſcription, 
Oftheir ſweere liquid gums that ate diſtilling, 
Areto be heldin eſtimation, 


For faire-fac'd Zellws glorit is excellings 


ADialogue. 


ut what white filuer'd rich reſembling plaine, 
s that where wooddic moouing trees remaine? 


That is the watry kingdome of Neptune, Natint, 
Where his high wood-made Towers dayly flote, 
Bearing the title of Oceances, 
As hony-ſpeaking Poets oft do quote: 
And as the branches ſpreading from the tree, 
So do the Riuers grace this loucly Countrie, 


Wherein is bread for mans ſweete nouriſhment, 
Fiſhes of ſundrie ſorts and diuerſe natures, 
That the inhabitants doth much content, 
As arclicuement to all mortall creatures, 
Bur forto make you perfeR what they be, 
I will relate thetn to you orderly, 


There fwimmes the gentle Prawne and Pickerek, 

A great deuourer of {mall little fiſh, 

The Puffin,Sole,and Sommer loving Mackrel, 

Inſcaſon held fora high Ladies diſh; 
The bigge bon'd Fhale,of whomthe skilfull Marriner, 
Sometimes God knowes ſtandsina mightie terrour. 


The muſicke-louing Dolphin here doth ſwimme, 
Thatbrought Arion on his backeto ſhore, 
And ſtayd along whileat the Seas deepe briname, 
Tohearchim play,ih nature did deplore, 
As being loth toleaue him, but atlaſt 
Headlong himſelfe into the _ he caft, 
- 


Phenis, 


Watrre, 


ADaalogue. 
Here ſwimmes the 'Rygy, the Sea-ca/fe andthe Poypoiſe, 
That doth betoken raine or ſtormes of weather, 
The Sea-horſe, Sea-hound ,and the wide-mouth'd Plaice, 
A Spitchcoke, Stocke-fiſh, and the litle Pslcher, 

Whoſe onely moiſture preſt by cunning Art, 

Is good for thoſe troubled with Aches ſmart. 


Here ſwimmesthe Shad, the Spirfi/s, and the Spwriing, 
The Thornebacke, Turbut, and the Perewincle, 
The Twine, the Tromt, the Scallop andthe Whiting. 
The Scate,the Roch, the Tench and pretic Wrincle: 
The Pxrple-ffS, whoſe liquor viually, 
A violet colour onthe cloth doth die. 


Here ſwimmes the Pearch , the Cutt/c and the Srocke-fi/h, 
That with a wooden (iaffe is often beaten, e, 
The Crab, the Pearch, which poore men alwayes wiſh, 
The Ruffe, the Piper good for to be eaten: 

The Barbellthat three times in euery yeare, 

Her naturall young onesto the waues doth beare, 


His great deuine Omnipotence is mightie, 
That rides ypon the Heauens axeltree, 
That by increaſe amongſt vs ſends ſuch plentie, 
Ifrohis Mightineſle gratefull we will be: 
But ſtubburne necked [ewerdo him prouoke, 
Till he doloade then with a heauic yoke, 


Truth haue you ſaid; but Iwill here expreſſe 
The richeſſe of the Earths hid ſecrecie, 
The ſalt Seas ynſcene, ynknowne worthineſſe, 


That 


ADialogue. 


That yceldsys precious Ronesinnumerably, 
The rareneſle of their yertue fit for Kings, 
And {uchthis countrie climate often brin £8, 


Hereinis found the Amarrſt, and Abeſtore, 
The Topaze, Twrches, and Gelatia, 
The Adamant, Dioniſe,and Calcedon, 
The Berill, Marble, and Elatropia, 
The Ruby, Saphire, and Aſterites, 
The Iacmth, Sardonix, and Avgirites, 


The Smaragd, (arbuncle, and Alablaſter, 

Cornells, Cufeaſp, and Corrall: 

The ſparkling D:amod, and the louely /aſper, 

The AMargarite, Lodeſtone, and the bright<cy'd Chryfat, 
Lignrins, Onix,, Nuram, and Gazates, 
Abiihor, Amatites, andthe good Achates. 


Here inthis Tland are there mines of Gold, 
Minesof S:ner, Iron, Tinne and Lead, 
That by the labouring workman we bchold: 
And mines of Braſſe, thatin the Earth is fed, 
The {tone Lipparia, Galattites, and Panteron, 
Enidros, Iris, Dracontites, and Aſtrion. 


The eAdamant, a hard obdurate ſtone, 
Invincible, and not for to be broken, 
Being placedneare a great bigge barre of Iron, 
This vertue hathit, as a ſpecialltoken, 
The Lodeſtone hathno powerto draw away 
The Iron barre, but in oneplace doth ſtay. 
' O 3 


A Dialogue. 
Yer with a Goates warme, freſh and liuely blood, 
This eAd+mant doth breake and riuein ſunder, 
That many mightie, huge ſtrokes hath withltood: 
Bur I will:cell you ofa greater wonder, 

Je reconciles the womansloue being loſt, 

And giueth proofe of Chalineſſe withour coſt, 


The purple colourd Amarift doth preuaile 

Againſtche wic-oppreſſing Drunkenneſle, 

It evill Cogitations do aflaile 

Thy ſleepic thoughts wrapt vp in heauineſſe, 
It ſoone will drive them fromthy minds diſturbing, 
And cemporize thy braine that is offending, 


The white-vcindenterlin'd tone Achater, 
Beſporred here and there with ſpots like blood, 
Makes a man gracious inthe peoples eyes, 
And forto cleare the ſight is a good: 

It remedieth the place that's venemous, 

And in the fire ſmels odoriferous, 


The Gemme e-Lmatites hath this qualitie, 

Lera mantouch his reſture with the ſame, 

Anditreſifteth fiermightily : 

The vyertue doth the force of guns, 
Andafterwardscaſtin the fiers light, 
Burnesnot atall, bug then it ſeemes moſt brighe, 


The faire ſtone Berri[lis fo precious, 
That mightic mendo holdit veric rare 2 


Ic frees a man from aGions perillous, 


ADaalogue. 


If of his lifes deare blood he hauea care, 
And now and then beipg putintothe Eyes, 
Defends a man from all his enemies, 


The ſtone Ceranicum ſpotted ore with blue, 

Being ſafe and chalily borne within the hand, 

Thunders hote raging cracks that do enſue 

It doth expell, and Lightnings doth withſtand, 
Defending of the houſe that many keepe, 
Andis eftcctuall to bring wea aſleepe, 


The Diamondrthe worlds refieRing eye, 

The D:amondthe heauens bright ſhining Racre, 

The Diamondche earths molt pureſt glorie: 

And with the D:amozdno Sronecdn compare; 
She reacherh men to (peake, and men to loue, 
If all her rareſt yertucs you will prouc, 


The Diamond taught Iu/iche firſt his cunning, 
The Diamond taught Poetryher Skill, 
The Diamond gaue Lawyers fult their learning, 
Arithmeticke the Diamond taught at will: 
She teacherh all'Arts: for within her cye, 
The knowledge of the world doth ſafely lye. 


Dradeces is aſtone that's pale and wan, 

Ic brings ro ſome men thoughes fantaſtical: 

Ic being layd ypon acald dead Man, 

Loſeth the vertue.it is grac;dwitball; . .. 
Whereforetis called the moſt holy ſtone: 

Forwhercay Death frequenterh.it is gone. 


r04 A Dialogue, 
Achites is in colour violet, 
Found onthe Bankes of this delightſome place, 
Both male and female in this Land we get: 
Whoſe vertue doth the Princely Eagle grace; 
For being borne by herinto her neſt, 
She bringeth foorth her young ones with much reſt, 


This (tone being bound faſt roa womans fide, 
Within whoſe pureſt wombe her child is lying, 
Doth haſten child-birth, and doth make herbide 
Burlitle paine, her humoursis releaſing, 

It anie one be guilrie of Deceir, 

This ſtone will cauſe himto forſakehis meate. 


Enidros isthe flone thafvalvayes ſwenting, 
Diſtilling liquid dropscontinually: , 
And yer for all his daily moiſtre melting, 
Ir keepes the ſelfe ſame bigneſle ſtedfaltly: 
Ie ncuer lefleneth, nor dothfall away, 
But in one liedfaſt perfeneſle doth Hay, A 


Perpetwi fletus lachrymas diſtillat Enidror, 

Lt velut ex plent fontis ſcaturigine manat, 
Gagates (melling like to Frankenſence, 
Being left whereas the poilnous Serpents breed, 
Driues them away, and doth his force commence, 
Making this beaſt on barren plaines to feed, 

And thereto ftarue and pine away for meate, 

Becauſe being there he fitidsno food to eare, 


This fone being pur ina faire womans vrinke, N 
Wi 


ADialogue. 
Will teſtific her pure Virginitie, 6 
A molt rarething that ſome men neuer rhiake, 
Yer you ſhall give your jugJement ealily, 

For if ſhe make her water preſently, 

Then hath this Woman loſt ber honeſtie, 


The /acmth is ancighbourto the Saphire, 
That doth cransforme it ſelfe ro ſundrie fights, 
Sometimes tis blacke and cloudie, ſometimes clc 
And from the mutable ayre borrowes l1ghts; 

I: giveth firengrhand _ in his kind, 

And faire ſweete quiet ſleepe brings to the n 


Rabiates being clearely coloured, 
Borne about onedoth make himeloquent, 
Andin great honourto be fauoured, 
It he do vicit to a good intent, 
Foule venemous Serpents ir doth bring in awe, 
And cureth paineand pgriefe abourthe maye. 


The iron-drawing Lode-ftone if you ſer 

Within a veſſell,cither Goldor Brafle, 

And place apeece of Iron ynderit, 

Of ſonic indifferent Hze or ſmalleſt compaſſe, 
The Lodeftone on the top will cauſe itmoue, 
Andby his vertue meete withir aboue, 


The Meade ſtone coloured likethe graſlie greene, 

Much gentle caſe ynto the Goure bath donne, 

And helpeth thoſe being troubled withthe Spleene, 

Mingled with Womans milke bearing a Sonne: 
P 


W ADilague. 
It remedith the wit-afſailing Frenzie, 
And purgeththe lad mindof Mclancholie, 


The ſtone Orite: ſpottedore with white, 
Bciog worne, or hung about a womans necke, * 
Prohibiteth Conceptionand Delight, 
And the child. bearing wombe by force doth checke: 
Or elſe it haſtneth her deliuerie, 
' And makes the birth ynperſetand yneimely, 


Skie colour'd Saphire Kings and Princes weare, 
Being held molt precious intheir iudging light: 
The verie touch ofthis doth throughly cure 
The Carbuncles enraging hatefull Fight: 

It doth delight and recreate the Eyes, 

And all baſe grofleneſle it doth quite deſpiſe. 


Ifin -__ ou put ar: inuenomd Spider, 

Whole poilonqus operationis annoying, 

And on the 6s A. lay the true Shes, 

The vertue of his quid ſhewes ys bis cunning, 
He vanquiſherh the Spider, leaucs him dead, 
Andto Apollonowis conſecrated, 


The freſh greene colour'd Smaragd doth excel 

All Trees,Boughs,Plancs, and new ficſh ſpringing Leaues: 

The hote refleCting Sunne can never quell 

His vertue, that no eye-ſight ere deceiues, 
But ore faire Phabzs glorieit triumpheth, 

And the digamac duskic Eyes it poli TY 


. ? ” 

A Dialogue. - 
The valiant Cz/ar tooke his chiefe delight, 
By looking on the Sager; excellence, | 
To ſee his Romaje ſouldiers _ 
And view what wards they had for theirdefence, 

And who exceldin chiualrie, 

And nobleſt borthimſelfe in vitorie. 


This Stone doth ſerue to Divination, - | 
Totell of things to come, andthings being paſt, 
And monglt vs held in eſtimation, 
Giuing the ſicke mans meatea gentle taſt: 
If things ſhall be, it keepes in the Mind, 
If nor, torgerfulneſſe our Eyes doth blind, 


The Twrches being wornein a Ring, 
If any Gentleman haue cauſe to ride, 
Supports, and doth ſuſtaine him from allfalling, 
Or hurting of him ſelfe what ere beride: 
Andere he ſuffer anie fearcfull danger, 
Willfallic ſelfe, and breake, and burſt a ſunder. 


Theſe wondrous things of Nature to mens eares _ 
Willalmoſt proue ({weete Aazare) incredible, 
But by 7 #nes ancient record itappeares, 
Theſe hidden ſecrets to be memorable: 
For his divinefle that hath wroughe this wonder, 
Rules men and beaſts, the lightaing and the chunder. 


For the worlds blindnefſeand opinion, fon 

I care not Phenix,they are misbelecuing, 

Andiftheir eyes tric noc Mm 
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They willnat truſts Rrangers true reporting, | 
With Bcaſts and Birds I'wiltcooclude my Norie, 
Andto that Allzn-allyceldperfettglories” © 


In yonder woodie proucand fertile plaine, 
Rada the Leeanedaind the watrie Badger, 
The Bz/e or wild Oxe doth there remaine, 
The Onocentaxre and the cruel! Tyger, 
The Dromidz!yandthe princely Ziop, 
The Bore,the Elephant,and the poiſnous Dragon, 


10b.. A Drlogue. 


The ſtrong neck'd Prllthat never fek the yoke; 

The (at,the Pogube Wolfe and crucll m_y 

The lurking Harethat precie ſport prouokes, 

The Goatebucke, Heagehog ge and the ſwiktfoore Panther, 
The Horſe, Camelcopardandirongipawd Beare, 
The Ape che: Aſſe,andthemotifearciull Dewhe, 7” 


The Mouſe,the Mile the Sow and Salpmarder, © 
That from.che burning fire cannot live, 
The Weaſel, Canmelland the hunted Beaxer,)' 


as Ja hatin purſme-awayhiaſtones doth Bitie:! "Vf 


The Steliio,Camrlion nd Þocorne,- tO 
That doth cxpell k&t'potfon with his Horne, 


The cruell Bearer in her conception, 3 2115 8Þ. 

Brings fortharfultochingthpe3 neigh - * © - 

A lump of fleſh without allfaſhion, 
411» Woich ſhe by often licking HAG&5ro 26g © VE 
Makinga formall bodg-good andeind, ments opt 
Which ofcen jnthis Hlaifd wehaviefourid, ©2024 7 


A Dialogue. 
Hi: format lingua fatum, quem pretlit V2 (a. 


The great wild Bore of oatureterrible, 

Withtwo ſtrong Tuſhes for his Armorie, 

Sometimes aſlailes the Feare moſt horrible, 

And twixt them isa fight beth fierce and deadly: 
He hunteth after Marioram 2nd Orgame, 
Whick'as a'whetltone doth his need ſvpplie. 


The Bugle or wild Oxeis never tam'd, 

Bur with an iron ring put'through his ſnour, 

That of ſome pertect (trength muſt needs be fram'd; 

Then may you leade him all rhe world about: 
The Huntſmen fied him bung within 2 tree, 
Faſt by the hornes andthen thy vſe nopictie, 


The ( ame//is of natute flex ible, 
For when a burdenon his backe is bound, 
Toeafe the labourer,he is knowne molt gentle, 
For why he kneelech downe ypon the ground: 
Suffering the man to putit offor on, 
As it ſeemes beſt in his diſcretion. 


They liue ſome fiftie or ſome hungred yeates, 
And can remaine from watet full foure dayes, 
And moſt delight ro drinke when there appeares, 
A muddie ſpring that's troubled many wayes: 
Betweene them is a natittall honelt care, 
Ifone conioyneth with his Dariine, tis rate. 


The Dragon is a poiſnous yenom'd beaſt, 
| P : 
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1x0 A Dialogue. 


Wich whom the Elephant is at enmitie, 
Andin contentionthey doneuer reſt, 
Till one hath ſlaine the other cruelly: 
The Dragon with the Elephant tries a fall, 
And being vader he isſlaine wichall. 


Tie bunch-backr, big-bon'd, {wifi-foote Dremidery 
Of Dromas che Greeks word borrowing che name, 
For his quicke flying ſpeedy property : 
Which eafily theſe countreymen do taine, 

Hel goa hundreth miles withia one day, 

Aad neuer ſecke in any place to ltay, 


The Dogge a naturall, kind, and louingthing, 
As witnefleth our Hiſtories of old :. 
Their maiſter dead, the poore foole with lamenting 
Doth kill himſclfebefore accounted bold; 
And would defend his mailter ifhe might, 
Whencruelly his foc begins to fight, 


The Elephant with tuſhes Tuorie, 
Is a great friend to man as he doth traucll : - 
The Dragon hating man moſt ſpitefully, 
The Elephant doth with the Dragon quarell : 
And twixtthemtwo isa molt deadly ſtrife, 
Till that the man be paſt, and ſau'd his life, 


The Elephant ſeene in Aſtronomy, 
Will every month play the Phifition: 
Taking delight his cunning for to try, 
Giuing himlſelfe a ſweete purgation, 
And 


ADialogue. 


And to the running ſprings himſelfe addrefle, 
Andin the ſame waſh offhi filchineſſe. 


The Gote-bucke is a beaſt laſcivious, 

And given muchto filthy veneric; 

Apt and proneto be contentious, 

Seeking by craft to kill his enemy: 
His bloud being warme ſuppleth the Adamant, 
That neither fire or force couldever daunc, 


The Hedghogge bath a ſharpe quicke thorned garment, 

That on his x doth ſerue him for defence: 

He can preſage the winds incontinent, 

And hath good knowledge in the difference 
Betweene the Southerne and the Northren wind, 
Theſe vertuesare allotted him by kind, 


Whereon in Conſtantinople that great City, 

A marchant in his garden gaue one nouriſhment : 

By which he knew the wiodstrue conomey; 

Becauſe the Hedgehogge gaue himiult prefagement: 
Apples, or peares, or grapes,l{uch is his meate, 
Which on his backe he caries for to cate, 


The ſpotted Linx in face much like a Lyox, 
His vrine is of ſuch a qualitie, 
Intime itturnethto a precious ſtone, 
Called Ligarins for his property: 
He hateth manſo much, thar he doth hide 
His yrine inthecarth,notto be ſpide. 
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ADralogue. 
The princely Lioz King of forrett»Kings, 

And chiefe Commaunder of the Wildernefle, 


At wicſetaite feete all Beaſts lay downe cheir offcings, 


Ycelding alleageance to his worthinefle: 
His ſtrength remaineth moſt wirhin his head, 
H:s vertuc in his heart is compaſled, 


Heneuer wrongsa man,nor hurts his pray, 
I'they will yceld ſubmiſcive at his feere, 
H- knowerh whenthe Lioneſſe playes falſe play, 
It in all kindnefls he his loue do meete: 

He doth defend che poore and innocent, 

And thoſe that crucl-hearted Beaſts haue rent. 


Then ist not pittie that the craftie Foxe, 
The rauenous Polfe,the Tyger,and the Beave, 
The flow- palt-dull-brain'd heauie Oe, 
Should {triue ſo gooda {tate to ouerweare? 
The Lion ſleepes and laughesto ſee them firiue, 
But in the end leaues not a beaſt aliuc. 


The Onocentany is a monſtrous beaſt; 

Suppoſed haife a man and halfe an aſle, 

Thar neuer ſhuts his eyes in. quiet reſt, 

Till he his foesdeare life hath round encompaſ?,,- 
Such werethe Centaxres in their tyrannie, 
Thar liu'd by humane fleſh and villanie. 


The Ste//io is a beaſt that takes his breath, 
Andliueth by the deaw thats heauenly, 
Taking his Food and Spiritof the earth, 


ADnlogue, 


And ſo maintaines his htc in chalttie, 
He takes delight ro counterfeit a!l colours, 
Aad yer for allchis he is venumous, 


Tis ftrange to heare ſuch perfet d:ft:rence, 

Jn a'l thingsthat his Might e [= hath tram'd 

Tis ſtravge to heare their manner of d fenc®, 

A nonglt all creati:resthat my Nar/c hnih nam'd: 
Arethere no. Wurmes nor Serpents to be found 
Inchis ſ\weece{gcl ing Lic and f, untu'l ground? 


Within a lirtle corner towards the Fa'}, 
A mootiſh plot cfearch and damp th place, 
Some creeping Wormes anc Serpents vic coreft, 
And in a manner doth this bac ground grace; 
Itis vnpeopled and vahabred, 
For there with poilonousayre they are fed, 


H-re lves the Worme,ct e Gnat and Graſhopper, 
R matrix, Lizard andebe fruntull Bee, 
Tac Mothe,( belidras,and the Blood uckor, 
That tromthe fl-th tuckes bloud moli tpeedily: 
{ crafts, Aſpis and che ( rocaatle, 
That doth the way-tariwg pallenger beguile, 


The labouring At, andthe beſpeckled Adzer, 

The Fro9gge,the Togde,and Sammer-baunting / /e, 

The pres Silbeworme,and the prtnous } iper, 

That wich his teeth doth wound moſt crue' y: 

The Horner and the poiſonous Cockatrice, 

That kuls all birds by a moltllc deuice, 
Q 


Phawys, 


Nate. 


ADialogne. 
The Aþris a kind of deadly Snake, 
He hurts moſt perillous with yenom'd ſling, 
And in purſute doth neare his fecforſake, 
But ſlaics a Man with poyſnous venoming: 
Berweenethe male and female is ſuchloue, 
As is betwixtthe molt kind 71rtle dowe. 


This is the Snake that Cleopatra vied, 

The Egyptian Queene belou'd of Anthory, 

That with her breaſts deare bloud was nouriſhed, 

Making her die (faire ſoule ) molt patiently, 
Rather then Czſar- great vitorious band, 
Should triumph ore the Queene of ſuch aland. 


The L:zardis a kind of louiug creature, 
Eſpecially to man heis a friend : 
This propetty is giuen him by nature, 
From dangerous beaſts poore Man he doth defend 
For being ſleepy heall ſence forſaketh, 
The Lizard bires him till the Man awaketh. 


The At or Emore isa labouting thing, 
And haue among(tthem alla publike weale, 

In ſorumertimetheir meate they are providing, 
And ſecrets mong{t th-mſclues they do conceale: 
The monſtrous huge big Beare being ſickly, 

Eating ofcheſc, is curedpreſently. , 


The fruicfull prety Beeliues in the hiue, 
Which vnto him1slikea peopled City, 


Aad by their daily labour there they chriue, 


Bringing | 


ADialogue. 


Bringing home honied waxecontinually : 
They are reputed ciuill, and have kings, 
And guides for to direthem in proceedings, 


When that their Emperour or Kiog is preſent, 
They liue in peacefull ſort and quierneſle, 
Bur iftheir officer or king be abſent, 
They flie and ſ\warme abroadin companies : 
It any happen caſuall-wiſe to dye, 
They mourne and bury him right ſolemnly. 


The Crocads/e a ſaffron colour'd Snake, 
Sometimes ypon the carthis conuerſant, 
And other times lives in a filthy lake, 
Beingoppreſſed with foule needy want: 
The skin ypon his backe as hard as fione, 
Relilterh violent (irokes of ſteele or iron, 


Runatrix is apoylenous enuenom'd Serpent, 

That doth infect the rivers andthe fountaines, 

Briogivg to catcell hurt and detriment: 

When thirſty they forſake the ſteepy mountaines, 
Rinatrix wviolator _ and infects the carth, 


With his moſt noylome Rinking filchy breath, 


The Scorpion hath a deadly Ringing raile, 

Bewitching ſome with hisfaire ſmiling face, 

Butpreſently withforce he doth affaile 

His captiu'd praie, and brings him to diſgrace : 
Wherefore tis cald of ſome the flattering worme, 
That ſubcilly his foe doth ouerturne, 
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Orion made his boaſt the earth ſhould brin 

Or yeeld no ſerpent forth but he would kill ic, 

W :erepreſently che Scorpion vp did ſpring, 

For ſo the onely powers aboue did will itz 
Where inthe peoples preſence they did ſee, 
Orion (tung ro death molt cruclly, 


OCW, 755 are divers ſorts and divers names, 

Some tceding on hardtimber ſome on trees, 

Some in the eartha ſecret cabbine frames, 

Some liue ontops of Aſhes, ſome on Olives; 
So:uc ofa red watriſhcolour,ſome of greene, 
Aad ſome withmthe night like Fire arc ſcene, 


Tac S$:/k;worme by whoſe Webbe our Silkes are made, 

For ſhe doth dayly labour with her weauing, 

A Worme thar'srich and precious in hertrade, 0 

That whillt poore {-ule ſhetoylerh in ber ſpinning, 
Leaves notliiig in her belly bur 77 $henjy 
Andtoylingtoo much falleth co deſpaire, 


Here lines the Cadderandthelong leg'd (3 raney 
Wiuh whome the Piomrerare at mortall firite, 
The Larke and Lopwing that with nets are tane,' 
And 1» pcoore filly foules do end their hte: 

The N:gh1i:gale wrong'd by Adv'rerie, 

The Ni, :htcrow,Goſhawke, andthe cluattring Pre, 


The Pheaſant Storke,andthe hightowring Faxlcon, 
The Swame that in the riutr takes delight, 
Toe G1-fia. b,Blakebizd,andthe big neck'd Heror, 


The 


A Dialogue. 


The skreeching Owte thatloues O duskie night, 
Tne Partrs tre,Griffon,and th: Huely Peacoc he, 
Thc Lomer, Buljuzch,Smpe,and caucting Pattocks, 


The Robin Red! re:f that in Winter ſwgs, 
The Pellranthe Sn ie chirping Spa Tow, 
The little Y/rea that many yoog ones bri: v5, 
Herci, [bis,and the {witt wing Swallow: 

The princcly Eagle and Coladrm:, 

The Cackow that x0 tome isprofpcrous, 


The ſnow-like colour'd bird Caladrirs, 

Hath this incftimabienaturall protperitic, 

If any man in ficknefle dar gerous, 

Hopes of his hea'th ro hauerecouerie, 
This bird will alwayes looke v:ich chearefull glance, 
Ifatherwilcylad is his countenance, 


The {ane direCted by the leaders voice, 

Flies ore the ſeas, to countries farre ynknowne, 

Andinthe fecretnight they do reioke, 

To make a watch among them of their owne; 
The watchmanin hisclawes holds falt a (tone, 
Which letting falltherett are wak'd anone. 


The Spring-delighting bird we callthe Curkrw 
Which comes to tellof wonders in this ape; 
Herprettie one note tothe world doth ſhow 
Some mentheir deflunie,angdorthpreſage 
The womauspleature ahdthemanseatgrace, 
Which ſhetis fmging ina lecrer place,” . 
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The Winters enuious blaſt ſhe never taſteth, 

Yet inall countries doth the Cuckoe ling, 

And oftentimes to peopledrownes ſhe haſteth, 

There for to tell the pleaſures of the Spring: 
Grear Courtiers heare her yoyce, bur let her flye, 
Knowing that ſhe preſagech Deſtiny. 


This prety bird ſometimes ypon the ſteeple, 
Siogs Cackoe, Cackoe,tothe pariſh Priett, 
Sometimes againe ſhe flies among the people, 
And on cheir Croſſe no man can her re(:ſt, 
But there ſhe (ings, yet ſome diſdaining Dames, 
Do charme her hoarſe, left ſhe ſhould hit their names, 


She ſcornes to labour or make yp a neſt, 
But creepes by ſtealth into ſome others roome, 
And with the Larkesdeare yong, her yong-ones reſt, 
Bciog by ſub!ile dealing ouercome : 
The yong birds arereſtorativero care, 
And held amongſt vs as a Princes mceate, 


The Princely £ag/e of all Birdsthe King, 
For none but ſhe can gaze againſt the Sunne, 
Her eye-6ght is ſo cleare, that in her flying 
She (pics the ſmalleſt beaſt that ever runne, 
As ſwift as gun-ſhoe yſing no delay, 
So {wifily doth ſhe flieto catch her pray. 


She brings her birds being yongintothe aire, 

And ſets themfor tolooke on Phabaus light, 

But ifthcir eyes with gazing chance to water , Tha 
c 
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Thoſe ſhe accounteth baſiards, leaues them quight, 
But thoſe that haue true perfect conſtant eyes, 
She cheriſheth, the celt (he doth deſpiſe, 


The Griffon is a bird rich feathered, 

His head is like a Zion,and his flighc 

Is like the Eag/es,much for to be feared, 

For why he kilsmen inthe vgly night : 
Some ſay he keepes the Smaragd and the Jaſper, 
Audin purſute of Man is monſtrous cager. 


The gentle birds called the faire Hircime, 
Taking the name ofthat place where they breed, 
Within the night they ſhine ſo glorioully, 
That mans aſtonied ſenſes they do feed: 
For inthe darke being caſt within the way, 
Giues light ynto the man that goes aſtray. 


J1b:5 the bird flieth to Nils flood, 
And drinking of the water purgeth cleane: 
Vato the land of Egypt he doth good, 
For he to rid their Serpentsis ameane; 
He feedeth on their egges, and doth deſtroy 


The Lapwing hath a piteous moumefull cry, 
And fings atorowfull and beauy ſong, 
But yet hee full ofcraft and ſubrilty, 
And weepeth molt being fartheſt from ber yorg: 
In elder age ſhe ſerw'd for Southſayers, 
And was aPcophcteſle ro the Augurers, 
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The Serpentsneſtsthat would their Clime annoy, 


\ 
————_—_- ” rw —m—__ EPI EPI Ir ng wy oe ey — 
* 


A Dialogue. 

The birds of e/£eyptor Menmoduder, 

Of Heenon chat was ſlaine imreſcuing Troy, 

Are ſaid co flie.away incompanics, :;/: 

To Priams pallace,and there twice a day 
They fight about the'turrers of the dead, 
Andthe third day in battell are contounded. 


The Nightingale thenighes true Chorilter, ! - 
Iajirhes cirieteloner w the ptedſanc Spring, © - | 
Tunes Hunts-vprothe Sunne thatdoth delight ber, 
Andro Arions harp aloud will hng: 
And as a Bridegroomerhat to church is comming, 
So he ſalutes the Sunne when he is ritag. 


The Romane ( «/arsjhappic Emperovrs, 
Eipecially choſe of the yongelt1orr, / 
Hauc kept the Nightingale within their towers, 
To play,to da'ly,and tro make them ſport, 

And oftentimes in Greeke and Late tong, 


They taught choſe birds tofing a pleaſaut tong, 


This bird as Fi#orizemake mention, 
Sing in the infant mouth of Sreſichorins, 
W ich did forerell due commendation, 
In all his achions ro be proſperous: 
So Bees when Platoin bus bedadid hey r | 
Swarin'd round'about his rhowb, leaving their honie, 


The ſlapgiſh flouthfull and the daftard Owle, 
Hating the day,andlouing ofthe rught, 
Aoou old ſcpulchersdoth dayly bawle, : . . 


Frequenting 
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Frequenting barnes and houſes withoutlight, 
And hides him often inan luy tree, 
Leaft with ſmall chattring birds wrong'd he ſhould be. 


Fadaque fic volucris venturi nuntia luttns, 
Ignanns Bubo,dirum mortalibus omen, 


The filthy meſſenger of ill co come 
The ſluggiſh Owle is,and to danger ſome, 


Thisillbedooming Owle ſate on the ſpeare, 
Of warlike Pirrh:45 marching to the field, 
When tothe Greciax armie he drew neare, 
Detefmining to make his foes to yeeld, 
Which did forethew ſiniſter happineſle, 
And balcfull fortune in his buſineſle, 


The Parrat caldthe counterfeiting bird, 

Deckt with all coloursthat faire Flora yeelds, 

That after one willſpcake you word for word: 

Liuing in wooddie groues neare fertile fields, 
They haue bene knowne to giue great Emperors wine, 
And therefore ſome men hold them for deuine, 


The proud ſun-brauing Peacocke with his feathers, 
Walkes all along, thinking himſelfe a King, 
And with his yoyce I. all weathers, 
Although God knowes but badly he doth fog: 
But when he lookes downe to his baſe blacke Feete, 
He droopes,andis aſham'd of things ynmeete. | 


The mighty Macedonian __— 
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Marching in louelytriumphto his focs, 

Being accounted the worlds conquerour, 

In Indze ſpies a Peacocks as he goes, 
And maruellingtoſee1o rich a fight, 
Charg'd all men not to kill his ſyececedelight, 


The Pellicanthe wonder ofour age, 

(As Terome ſaith) reuiues her tender yong, 

And with herpureſtbloud, ſhe doth aſſwage 

Her yong onesthirſt, with poiſonous Adder tong, 
And thoſe that were ſuppoſed three dayes dead, 
She giues them life once more being nouriſhed, 


The vnfatiate .Sparrow doth prognoſticate, 
And is held good fordiujaation, 
For flying here and therefrom gateto gate, 
Foretls true things by animaduertion: 
A flight of Sparrowes flying inthe day, 
Did propheliethe fall and facke of Troy, 


Theartificiall neſt-compoling Swallow, 
That eates his meate flying along the way, 
Whoſe ſwifrneſſe in our eyfight doth allow, 
Thar no imperiall Bird makes her his pray: 
His yong ones being hurt within the cies, 
His helpes them with the betbe Ca/cedomes. 


Cecimma and the great Volateran, 

Being Pompers watlike and approued knights, 
Sent letters by theſe Birds without a man, 
To many of their friends and chiefe delights, 


And 


ADalogue. 


And alltheirlettersto their feetedid tie, 
Which with grear ſpeed did bring themhaſtily, 


The ſweet recording Swanne Apolbes ioy, 

And firy ſcorched Phaetons delight, 

In footed verſe fings out his deep annoy, 

Androthe (luer riverstakes his flight, 
Prognoſticates to Sailers on the ſeas, 
Forcuncsproſperitic and perfect caſe. 


Cignus im axſpicys ſemper leti/ſimus ales, 
Hoc optant nat e,qua ſe non mergit tn vndiy, 


But what ſad-mournefull drooping ſoule is this, Pherix. 
Within whoſe watry eyes fits Diſcontenc, 
Whoſe ſnaile-pac'd gatetels ſometing is amifle: 
From whomis baniſh ſportiag Meriment: 
Whoſe feathers mow: off, falling as he goes, 
The pertcRpiRure of hart pining woes? 


This is the carefull bird the 7#r:/e Doue, A 
Whole heauy croking note doth ſhey his griefe, 
And thus he wanders ſ{ecking ofhis loue, 
Refuſing allthings that may yeeld reliefe : 
All motionsof goodturnes, all Mirth and Ioy, 
Are bad, fled, gonc,and falne into decay, 


Is this the true example ofthe Heart? Phezix, 
Is this the Tutor of faire Conſtancy? 

Isthis Loues treaſure, and Loues pining ſmart? 

Is this the ſubſtance of all honeſty? 
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And comes he thus attir'd, alas poore ſoule, 
T hat Deſtinies foule wrath ſhould thee controule. 


See Nourſc, he ſtares and lookes mein theface, 

And now he mournes, worſe then he did before, 

He hath forgot his dull flow heauy pace, 

But with ſwift gate he eyes vs more and more: 
O ſhall I welcome him, andlet me borrow 
Some of his griefe to mingle with my ſorrow. 


Farwell faire bird, Ile leaue you both alone, 
This is the Doxe youlong'd ſo much to ſee, 
And this will proue companion of your mone,, 
An Vmpire of alltrue humility: 

Then note my Phanx, what there may enſue, 


And ſo I kifle my bird. <Adue, Adve. 


Mother farewell; and now within his eyes, 

Sits ſorrow clothedin a ſea of teares, 

And more and morethebillowes do ariſc : 

Pale Griefe halfe pin'd ypon his browappeares, 
His feathers fadeaway,and make him looke, 
As ifhis name were writ in Deaths pale booke. 


O ſtay poore Twrtle, whereat haſt thou gazed, 
Atthe eye-dazling Sunne, whoſe ſweete refleRion, 
The round encompaſt heauenly world amazed ? 
O no, a child of Natures true complexion, 
TheperfeR Phenix of rariety, 
For wit, for vertue, andexcelling beauty. 


Halle 
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Haile map of ſorrow: Tr. Welcome ({xp14s child, 
Let rae wipe off thoſe teares ypon thy cheekes, 
That iain'dthy beauties pride, andhaue defil'd 
Nature it ſelfe, that ſo vſurping ſeekes 

To fit vponthy face, for Ile be partener, 

Of thy harts wrapped ſorrow more hereafter, 


Natures faire darling, let me kneele to thee, 

And offer vp my true obedience, 

And fſacredly inall humility, 

Craue pardon for preſumptions foule offence: 
Thy lawne-ſnow-colour'd hand ſhall not come neare 
My impure face, to wipe away one teare, 


My teares are for my 7art/ethat is dead, 
My ſorrow ſprings from her want that is gone, 
My heauy note ſounds for the ſoule that's fled, 
AndI will dye for himleft all alone : 
I am notliuing, though Ifceme to gog 
Already buriedinthe graue of wo, 


Why I haue left A-ab:a for thy ſake, 

Becauſe thoſe fires haue no working ſubſtance, 
And for to findthee out did vndertake - 
Where onthe mountaine top we may aduance 
Our fiery alter; let me tell thee this, 

Solamen miſerts ſ0cios habmiſſe doloris, 


Come poore lamenting ſoule, come ſitby me, 
We are all one, thy ſorrow ſhall be mine, 
Fall thou ateare; andthouſbalr plainly ſee, 
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Mine eyes ſhall anſwer teare forteare of thine: 
Sigh chou,lle (igh,and if thou giue a grone, 
I {hall be dceadin anſwering ot thy mone. 


Twtle, Loues honorable Friend, one grone of yours, 
Willrend my ficke-loue-pining hart alunder, 
Oae ſigh brings teares from me like Apri// ſhowers, 
Procur'd by Sommers hoteloud cracking thunder: 
B- you as mery as ſweet mirth may be, 
Ile grone and figh,both for your {elfe and me, 


Phenix, Thouſhaltnot gentle Twrrle,l willbeare 
Halfe ofthe burdenousyoke thou doftſultaine, 
Two bodies may with greater caſe outweare 
Atroublcſomelabour,then Ile brooke ſome paine, 
But tell ie gentle 7wrtle,tell me truly 
The difference betwixt falſe Loue and true Sinceritie, 


Tarile; Thar ſha!l I briefly,if youle giue me leaue, 
Falſe loue is full of Enuie and Deceit, 
With cunning ſhifts our humours to deceiue, 
* Laying downe poiſon fora ſugred baite, 
Alwayecsinconſtant,falſe,and yariable, 


Delighting in fond change and murable, 


True love,is louing pure,not to be broken, 
Bur with an honelt eye,ſhe eyes her louer, 
Not changing variable,nor neuer ſhoken 
With fond Suſpition,ſecrets to diſcouer, 
Trueloue will tellno lies,nor ne'rediſſemble, 
Bur wich a baſhfull modeſt feare willtremble, _ 
[- 
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Falſc loue puts an a Maske to ſhade herfolly, 

True loue goes naked wiſhing to be ſcenc, 

Falſe loue will counterfeite perpetually, 

True loue is Troths ſweete emperizing Queenee 
This is the difference,true Loue isaiewell, 
Falſe loue, hearts tyrant, inbumane,and cruell, 


What may we wonder at? O where is learning? 
Where is all difterence twixt the good and bad? 
Wherc is e-Fpel/esart? where is true cunning? 
Nay where is all the yertue may be hae? 
Within my Tries boſome,the refines, 
More then ſome louing perfeRt true deuines, 


Thou ſhaltnot be no more the T#r:/:-Doue, 

Thou ſhalt no more go weeping al alone, 

For thou ſhalt be my ſelfe,my perfect Loue, 

Thy griefe is mine,thy ſorrow is my mone, 
Come kiſle me ſiveetelt ſweere, O 1 do blefſe 
This gracious luckic Sun-ſhine happineſle, 


How may lin all gratefulneſſe _ 
This graciousfauor offred tothy ſeruant? 

The timeaffordeth heauineſle not delight, 
And tothe times appoint weele be obleruant: 


Command,O do commaund, what ere thou wilt, 


My hearts bloud for thy ſake ſhall ſtraight be ſpilr, 


Then I commandthee onthy tender care, 
And chiefe obedience that thouowlt ro me, 
That thoueſpecially (deare Bird) beware 


Phanix. 


Turtle, 


Pbhanix. 
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Of impure thoughts, or yncleane chaſtity : 
For we mult waſtcogether inchar fire, 
That will not burne but by true Loucs deſire, 


A ſpot of that foule monſter neare did ſtaine, 
Theſe drooping feathers, nor I neuer knew 
In whe bale filthy clymate doth remaine 
That ſprightincarnate;and to tell you true, 
I am as ſpotleſle asthe pureſt whight, 
Cleare withour (taine, of enuy,or deſpight. 


Then to yon next adioyning grouewe'leflye, 
And gather ſweete wood forto make our flamie, 
And ina manner facrificingly, 
Burne both our bodies to reuiue one name : 
And in all humblenefle we will intreate, 
The hot carth parching Sunne to lend his heate, 


Why now my heart is light, this very doome 

Hath baniſht ſorrow from - penſue breaſt : 

Andin my boſome there is left noroome, 

To ſet blacke melancholy, or let him reſt; | 
Ile fetch ſweete mirrheto burne, and licorice, 
Sweete Iuniper, and traw them ore with ſpice, 


Pile yp the wood, and let ys inuocate 
His great name that doth ride within his chariot, 
And guides the dayes bright eye, let's nominate 
Some ofhis bleſſings, thathe well may wor, 

Our faithfull ſeruice and humility, 

Offer'd vato his higheſtDeiery, 


Great 
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Great God Apollo, forthe render loue, 
Thou once didſt beare to wilfull Phaeton, 
That did dehire thy chariots rule above, 
Which thou did(t grieue in hart tothinke ypon: 
Sendthy hot kindling lighe into this wood, 
That ſhall receiue the Sacrifice of bloud, 


For thy ſweet Daphner ſake thy beſt beloued, 

And for the Harpe receiu'd of Mercury, 

And for the Miſes of thee fauored, 

Whole gift of wit excels all exellency: 
Seadthy bot kindling fire into this wood, 
That ſhall receive che Sacrifice ofbloud, 


For thy ſweet fathers ſake great Jupiter, 

That with his thunder-bolts commandsthe earth, 

And for Latonas ſake thy gentle mother, 

That firſt gaue Pharbar glories lively breath : 
Sendthy hot kindling light into this wood, 
That ſhall receiue the Sacrifice of bloud, 


Stay, ftay, poore Turtle, © weare betraid, 
Bebindyon lictle buſh there fits a ſpy, 
That makes me bluſh with anger, halte afraid, 
That in our motions ſecrecly would pry: 
I will gochide with him,and driuc him thence, 
And c him for preſumwptions foule offence. 


RAIN beetcobleed, 
Looke how her yong-ones make her breſt to blee 
And drawes he bloud 


—_ T— 


Tariin 


Phanik, 
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And with the ſame theirhuogry fancies feede, 


Let her alone to yew our Tragedy, 
And then report our Loue that ſhe did ſce. 


See beauteous Phoenix it begins to burne, 
O bleſſed Phabus, happy, happy light, 
Now will I recompence thy great good turne, 
 Andfirſt (dearebird) le yahiſh inthy ſighe, 
And thou ſhale ſee with what a quicke deſire, 
le leape into the middle of the fire. 


Stay Twrtle ay, for TI will firſtprepare; 
Otmy bonesmuſt the Princely' Phenix riſe, 
And ift be poſſible thy bloud wele ſpare, 
Fornone but for my ſake, doſt thou deſpiſe 
This frailty of thy life, 6 liue thou ill, 
And teach the baſe deceitfull world Loues will, 


Haue I come hither droopingthroughthe woods, 
Andleft the ſpringing groues to ſeeke forthee ? 
Haue I forſooke to bath me in the fl ouds, 
And pin'd away in carefull miſery ? 

Do not deny me Phenix I mult be 

A partnerinthis happy Tragedy. 


O holy,ſacred,andpure perfeQ fire, 
More pure then that ore which faire Dido mones, 
More facred in my loving kind defire, 
Then that which burnt old £oxs aged bones, 
Accept into your euer hallowed flame, 
Two bodies, from the which may ſpring __ 
O 1iweet 


Pellican. 


O ('weet perfumed flame, made of thoſe trees, 
Vader the which the CH{#/ernine haue ſong 
The praiſe of vertuous maids in miſteries, 
To whomthe faire fac'd Nympher did oftenthrong; 
Accept my body as a Sacrifice 
Into your flame, of whom one name may riſe, 


O wilfulneſle, ſee how with ſmiling cheare, 
My poore deare hart hath flong himiſelfe to thrall, 
Looke whart a mirthfull countenance he doth beare, 
Spreading his wings abroad,and ioyes withall: 
Learne thou corrupted world, learne, hearc,and ſee, 
Friendſhips vnſportederue fincerity, 


I come ſweet Turtle, and with my bright wings, 
I will embracethy burnt bones as they lye, 
I hope of theſe another Creature ſprings, 
That ſhall poſſefle both our authority : 
I tay to long, © rake me to your glory, 
And thus I end the Twrtle Doues true ſtory, 
Finis. R.C. 


Pellican. 


Hat wondrous hatr-grieuing ſpeQacle, 
V Vu thou beheld che worldstrue miracle? 
Wirh what a ſpirit didthe 7wrrle flye 
Tntothe fire, and chearfully did dye ? 
He look't more pleaſant in his countenance 
Within the flame, then when he did aduance, 
His pleaſant wings vpon the natural So 
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True perfeR loue had ſo his poore heart bound, 
The Phenix Natures deare adopted child, 
Wurh a palc heauy count'nance,wan and mild, 
Grieu'dfor to ſee him firſt poſlefle the place, 
That was allotted her,her ſelfe to grace, 

And followes cheerfully her ſecond turne, 

And both together inthat fire do burne. 

O ifthe rare(t creatures of the earth, 

Becauſe but one at once did eretake breath 
Within the world,ſhould with a ſecond he, 

A perfet forme of loue and amitic 

Burne bothtogether,what ſhouldthere ariſe, 


And be preſented to our mortall eyes, 

Out otthe fire, but a more perfeRcreature? 
Becauſe that ewo in one isput by Nature, 

The one hath given the child inchaunting beautie, 
The other giues it loue and chaſticie: 


The one hath giuenir wits rarietie, 
The other guicesthe wit moſt charily: 
The onefor vertue doth excellthe reſt, | 
T he other intrue conſtancie is bleſt, 
Ifchat the Phamx bad bene ſeparated, 
And from the gentle Tr: had bene parted, 
Louchad bene murdredintheinfancie, 
Withouttheſe rwo no loveat all can be. 

Let the loue wandring wits but learne of theſe, 
Tofdie together,ſotheir griefe to caſe; 

But lovers now adayes do loue to change, 

And here and there their wanton eyes do range, 
Not pleaſed witif one choiſe,but ſeeking many, 
Andin the end ſcarce is content with any: 


Concluſion. 


Love now adayes is like a ſhadowed ſight, 
Thatſhewesitſ+ Ie in Phabz« golden light, 

Bur it in kindnefle you do lirivero tokeit, 

Fades cleave away,and you mult necds forſake ir, 
Louers arc bke the lcaues with Wiater ſhoken, 
Brittle like glaſle,that wich one fall is broken. 

O tond corrupted age, when birds ſhall ſhow 
The world their dutie,and to let men know 

That no ſiniſter chaunce ſhould hinder loue, 
Though as theſe two did,deaths arrelithey proue. 
Icanbut mourne with ſadnefſe and withgriefe, 
Not able for to yeeld the worldreliefe, 
Toſectheſetwo conſumed in the fire, 
Whom Loue did copulate with true defire: 
But inthe worlds wide care I meane toting 
The fame ofthis dayes wondrous offring, 
Thatthey may ſingin notes of Chalticic, 
The Tr: and the Phenix amitie. 


— _ 


Concluſion. 


D — 


Entle conceiuers of true meaning Wit, 

Let good Expericace iudge what Thave writ, 
For the Satyricall fond applauded vaines, 
Whoſe bitter worme-wood ſpiritein ſome ſtraines, 
Bite like the Curres of «Egypt thole that love them, 
Let mealone,1I willbe lothto moue chem, 
For why, when _ mentheis wit do proue, 
How ſhallIleaſt of all expeRtheir louc? 
Yet tothoſe men Igratulate ſome paine 
Becauſe they touchthoſc thatin ” dotaine. 

- Z 
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But thoſe that haue the ſpirit to do good, 
Their whips wilt will neuer draw one drop ofbloud: 
Toall and all in all that view my labour, 

Of cuery iudging fight I craue ſome fauour 
Atleaſtto reade,and if you reading find, 
Alameleg'd ſtaffe,tis lamenefle of the mind 
That had no berter skill:yerletir paſſe, 

For burdnous lodes are let yponan Ale. 
Fromthe {weet fire of perfumed wood, 
Another princely Phenx vpright ſtood: 
Whoſe feathers purified did yeeld more light, 
Then her late burned mother our of fight, 
Aad in her heart reſtes a perpetuall loue, 
Sprong from the boſome of the Tartle-Done. 
Long may the new ypriſing birdincreaſe, 
Somme humors and ſome motions to relcaſc, 
And thusto all offer my deuotion, 


Hoping that gentle mindsaccept my motion. 
Finis. R.C, 


Cantoes Al habet-wiſe to faire Phe - 


nixmade bythe Paphian Doue, 


A, 1, 
Hill, a hill,a Phanxix ſcekes a Hill; 
A promontorie top, a ſtately Mountaine, 
A Riuer, where poere ſoule ſhe dippes her bill, 
Aandthat ſweete filuer ftreame is Natwres fountaine, 
Accompliſhing all pleaſures at her will: 
Ab,be my Phenix, I will be thy Doxe, 
Aad thou andIin fecrecie willloue. 


B. 23, 


Cantoes. 


B. 2, 
Blaze not my loue,thou Herald ofthe day, 
Blefle not the mountaine tops with my ſweet ſhine, 
Beloued more lam thenthou canlt ſay, 
Blefſed and bleſſed be that Saint of mine, 
Balme, honie ſweet, and honor of this Clime: 
Blotted by things vaſeene, belou'd of many, 
But Loues true motion dares not giue to any, 
| 4 VM 
Chaltneſle farewell, farewell the bed of Glorie, 
Conſtraint adew,thou art loues Enemie, 
Cometrue Report,make of my Loue a Storie, 
Caltlots for my poore heart,ſo thou enioy me, 
Come come ſweet Pherix,latlength doclaimethee, 
Chaſlte bird,too chaſte,to hinder whatis willing, 
Come in mine armes and welc not (it a billing, 
D. 4. 
Deuout obedience on my knees I profer, 
Delight matche with delight, if thou do crave it, 
Denie not gentle Phenix my ſweet offer, 
Deſpaire not in my loue, for thou ſbalt have it, 
Damne not the ſoule to woe ifthou canlt ſaue it: 
Doues pray deuoutly,O ler me requeſt, 
Delicious loue to build within thy neſt, 
Ba:$- 
Enuic is baniſht,do not thou deſpaire, 
Euill motions tempt hee ſocner then the good: 
Enrich thy beautie that-art fam'd for faire, 
Eyery thing's filent to conioyne thy blood, 
Efteeme the thing that cannot be with(tood: 
Eſteem of me,and I will lend thee fire, 
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Eu1en of mine owne to \y thy ſweet defire, 
« 6, 
Fint harced ſoule, why doſt thou diethy cheekes, 
Fearfull of thatrwhich willreuiue thy ſence, 
Faith and obedience thy ſweet mercy ſeckes, 
Friends plighted war with thee I will commence, 
Feare not at all,tis but ſweet Loues offence, 
Fir to be done, ſo doing tis not ſeene, 
Fercht from the ancient —_ ofa Queene, 
» Fo 
Gold beautifying Phenix, I mult praiſe thee, 
Grant grecious heauensadelightſome Muſe, 
Giue me old Homer ſpirit, and Ile raiſe thee, 
Graciousinthought do not my Louerefuſe, 
Great map of beauty make thou no excuſe, 
Gainſt my true louing ſpiritdo nat carpe, 
Grant me to play —_—_—_ onthy Harpe, 


Health to thy yertues, health to all thy beauty, 
Honour attend thy fieps when thou art going, 
High heauens force the birds to owe thee duty; 
Hart-groning careto thee ſtill ſtands a woing, 
Haue pitty on him Phenix forſo doing: 
Helpe his diſeaſe, and cure his malady, 
Hide not thy ſecret glory leaſt he die, 
L 


I Loue, 6 Loue how Fc PIE 
I ſce the fire, and warme me with the flame, 
I note the errors of thy deity : 

In Y:fas honor, YVeuwluſts rotame, 
Tin my humo rs yeeld thee nota name, 


Cantoes. 


I count thee fooliſh, fie Adulcrous boy, 
I couchthe ſweere, =_ cannot aſt the joy. 
10. 

Kiſſes are true loues pledges, kifle thy deare Twrrle, 

Keepe not from him the ſecrets of thy youth: 

Knowledge he'leteach thee vnder a greene fpred Mirtle, 

Kend ſhaltthou be of no man, of my truth, 

Know firlt the motion, when the life enſuerhe 
Knocke at my harts dore, I will be thy porter, 
Sothou wilt let meenter inthy dorcer, 

L. It. 

Loue is my great —_— a&thy ſhrine 

Loue pleags forme, and frommyrongue doth ſay, 

Lie ad ram; arr my hart ſhall Nerve with thine, 

Lamenting of thy beauty freſh as May, 

Looke Phenix to thy ſelfe do not decay: 

Let me but water thy deadſaplefſe floure, 
Loue giues me hope t'will flauriſhin an houre., 
M, 2. | 

Make not a Tewell ofnice Chaſtity, 

Muſter and ſ\uramonall thy wits in one, 

My heart to thee ſweares perfect con 

Motions of zeale areto be thought ypon, 

Marke how thy time is ouerſpent, and gone, 
Miſ-led by folly, and a kind of feare, 

Marke not thy beauty ſo my deareſt deare, 


N. 13. 
Note but the freſh bloom'd Roſe within her pride, 
(No Roſe to be compared vntothee) 
Nothing ſo ſoone vnto the ground will flide, 
Not being gathered in her chiefeſt beaucy, 
T 


Cantoes, 

N-gleRing time it dics with in 

Neuer be coy, leſt whil'tttby leaues are ſpred, 

None gather thee, and then thy grace is dead, 

O, 14. 

O looke ypon me, and within my brow, 
Officious motions of p_ appeares, 
Opening the booke of Loue, wherein Iyow, 
Ouer thy ſhrinero ſhed continuall teares: 
Ono, Iſce my Phamix bath no Eares, 

Or ifſhe haue Eares, yet no Eyes to ſee, 

O all diſgraced with continuall follie, 

eh P. T5« *.14& 

Proud Chaſtity, why dolichou ſeeke towrong+-1.. - 
Phenix -—_ leſloos too preciſe? | 
Praychou for me, and1 will make a ſong;  /: 
Pend in thine honor,none ſhall equalize, 
Poſlcfſe not her, whoſe beauty charmes mine eyes, 

Plead,ſue,and ſeeke, or I will baniſh chee, 

Her body is my Caſtleand wy fee, 

"16. 


Queſtion not Phanix why I do adore thee, - 
Quitecaptiuate and priſner at tby call, 
Quit me with Loue againe, donot abbor me, 
Queld downe with hope as ſubiugateto thrall, 
Quaild will I neuer be deſpight of all; 
Quaking I and before thee, till expeRing 
Tuoine owne conſent, our ioyesto be effeRing, 


R. 17. 
Remember how thy beauty is abuſed, 
RaGQ onthe tenter-hookes of foule diſgrace, 
Rivers are dry, and muſt be needs refuſcd, 


Refiore 


Cantoes. 


Reftore new water in that dead founcs place, 

Refreſhthy feathers, beautifie thy face: 

Reade on my booke, and cherethou ſhalt behold 
Rich louinglerrers printed in fine gold, 
S, 18. 

Shame is aſhamed to ſee thee obſtinate, 

Smiling at thy womaniſh conceipr, 

Swearing that honor neuer thee begat, 

Sucking in poyſonfor aſugred baite, 

Singing thy pride of beauty in her height: 

Sit by my fide, and I will fngrothee 
Sweet duttics of a new fram'd harmony. 
T. 19. 

Thou art a Turtle wanting of thy mate, 

Thou crok'ſt about the groues to findthy Louer, 

Thou fly'(tro woods,and ferrile plaines dolt hatez 

Thou in oblivion doſt crue vercue ſmorher, 

To thy ſweer ſelfe thou canſt not find another: 
Turne vp my bofome, andin my pure hart, 
Thou ſhalt behold the 7 #r:4 ofthy ſmart. 

V. 20. 

Vpon a day I ſougheto ſcale aForr, 

Viited wh a Ok of ſure defence; 

Vacomfortabletrees did marre my ſporr, 

Vnlucky Fortune with my woes expence, 

FVemu with Mars would not ſweer war commence, 
Vponan Alcer would I offer Loue, 

And Sacrifice my ſoule poore TwrileDoue. 
W. 21. 
Weepe not my Phoenix, though I daily weepe, 
Woeisthe Herald RS my tale, 
2 


Canteos. 


Worthy thou art in Ven lap toſleepe, 
Wantonly couered with God Cxpias vale, 
With which he doth all mortall ſence exhale : 

Waſh not thy cheekes, vnleſte I fir by thee, 

Todry them with my ſighes immediatly. 

22s 

Xantha faire Nimphy reſemble not in Nature, 
Xantippe Loue topatient Socrates, * 
Xantha my Loue isa more milder creature, 
Andof a Nature better for to pleaſe: 
Xantippethoughther true Loueto diſcaſe, 

Burt my rare Phamx is at laſt well pleal'd, 

To cure my Mo: ſeldomecaſ'd. 

« 23» 

Yfrhou haue pitty, pitty my complaining, 
Ytis a badge ofV, —_ oo fore, - 
Yfrthou do kill me withthy coy diſdainivg, 
Yr will at lengrhthy ſelſe-will anguiſh vexe, 
And with continuall Fghesthy ſelfe perplexe: 

Ile helpe co bring thee woodto make thy fire, 

| Ifthou wilt give mekiſles for my hire, 
L., 2 

Zenobiaatthy feeteTbend a knee, | 
For thou art Queene and Empreſle of my hare, | 
Allblefſed hap anderuefelicity, 
All pleaſures that rhe wide world may impart, 
Befall thee for thy gracious god deems 

Accept my meaning as it , my eurne, 
For I with thee to aſbes meane to burne. 


Pyttie 
me 
that 


Cantoes Uerbally written. 


T. 
Pittie me that des for thee. 


Ittic my plainings thou true nurſe of pittie, 
Me hath thy pierci2g lookes enioynd to (ighing, 
That cannot be redreſled, for thy beautie 
Dics my ſad heart, ſad heart that's drowa'd with weeping: 
For what ſo cre I thinke,or what I doe, 
Thee with mine eyes,my choughts, my heart, I woe. 
2. 
CA life you ſane tf you T hae. 
My eyes,my hand,my heart ſceketo maintaine 
Lifefor thy loue, therefore be gracious, 
You with your kindnefle haue my true heart \laine, 
Saue my poore life, and be not tyrannous, 
If any grace doin thy breaſt remaine, 
You women haue bene counted amorous, 
I pine in ſadnefle,all proceeds from thee, 
Haue mein liking chroughthy clemencie. 


3 ” 
Do thay byme,as 1 by thee. 

Do not exchangethy loue,leftin exchanging, 
Thou bearethe burd'nous blot of foule diſgrace, 
By that bad fault are many faulrs containing, 
Me fil aſſuring nothing is ſo baſe, 
As inthe worlds eyealwayes to be ranging: 
I ([weare ſweete Pherixin this holy caſe, 

By all the ſacred reliques of trveloue, 
T 3 


143 Cantoes. 
thee, Thee to adore whom I (till conſtant proue. 


Voutſafe to thinks bow [ do pune, 

In lowing thee that art not meine. 
Vomtſafe Voutſafe withſplendor of thy gracious looke, 
fo To grace my paſſions, paſfions ſill increaſing; 
thinks Thiake with thy ſelfe how I thy abſence brooke, 
bow How dayby day,my plaints are neuerceaſing, 


# I hauc forthee all companies forſooke; 
as Do thou rejoyce,andin _— 
pme, Pincnece ſo much Iletake hy griete away. 


In Inthat great gracing word ſhale thou be counted 
loving Louingto him,that isthy true ſworne lover, 

thee Theeonthe ſtage ofhonorhaue Imounted, 

that Thatno baſe miltiecloudſhalleuer cover: 

art Art thou not faire?chy beautie donor ſmother; 


not Not in thy flouringyouth,bur ſtillſuppoſe 
mine. Mine owne to be,my neuer dying Roſe. 
Fo 
Ay deſlinie to thee ts kyowne, 
Care thou my ſmart] am thine owne, 


Af My time inlouesblindidleneſle is ſpent, 
deſtinmie Deftinic and Fares dowill itſo, 

ro To {ces charming tongue mineeare I lent, 
thee Theelouingthat doſt with my overthrow: 
[7 Is not this world wraptin inconſtancie, 
knowne. Knowneto molt men as hels miſcrie? 


Crs Cureof my woundis paſt all Phiſickes skill, 
thos =Thoumailtbe gracious, atthy very looke 


Cantoes. 


my My wounds will cloſe,that would my bodie kill, 
ſmart Smart will b: eaſdethar could no plaiſters brooke; | 
Fg I of my Phenix being quite forſooke, 
am Amlikeaman that nothing can fulfill: 


thin Tainecuer-piercingeyeotf force will make me, 
orne. Oyncheart,owne loue, that neucr will forſake thee, 
6 


Ore my heart your eyes do idolatrize. 
Ore Orethe wide world my love-layes Ile be ſending, 
My loue-layesin my Loves praiſe alwayes written, 
heart Heart-comforcable motiors flill attending, 
Jour Your beautie and your yertuous zeale commending, 
eyes Eyesthat nofroſts-cold-raye hath cuer bitten: 
ao Do you thencthinke that I in Loucs hot fire, 
idola= TIdolatrize and ſurphet in defire, 
7186, 7. 
Thad rat her loxe though ty vaine that face, 
T hen hane of axy other grace, 
Fg I being fore'dto carrie Ven thield, 
had Hadrather beare a Phenix tor my crelt, 
rather Rather then any bird within the field, 
lone Louctels methat herbeauric is the bel: 
theugh Though ſome defire faire V-f?.1: Twrtle-dene, 
'" In my Birds bofomereſterh perfeRtloue, 


[/aine Vaine is that blind vnskilfull herauldrie, 

that That will not cauſc my bird that isſo rare, 
face, Face all che worldfor berrarietie, 

then Then who with her for honor way compare? 
have Haue weonelike her for her pride of beautie, 
sf Otallthefeathcred Quier inthe aue? 


144. Cantoes. 


ary Any but vnto herdo owe their dutie: 

other Ocher may blaze,but Iwill alwaics ſay, 

grace, Grace whomthou lift ſhe bearesthe palme away, 

8, 

What ener fall, [am at call, 

what What thunder (tormes of enuie ſhall ariſe, 

ever Enuertothee my heartis durable, 

fall, Feallfortunes wheele on me to tyrrannize, 

I I wi'l be alwayesfound inexorable: 

am FAm[Inotthenco thee moſt table? 

at At morne,midnight,and at mid-dayes ſunne, 

call, Call when chou wilt,my deare,tothee Ilerunne, 


9. 
I had rather lonegthough invaine that face, 
Then haxe of any other grace, 
I I naw do wiſh my loue ſhould be relieued, 
had Had1I my thoughts in compaſle of my will, 
rather Rather then liue and ſurfeit being grieued, 
love Louc in my breaſt doth wondrous things fulfill, 
thoygb Though loues vnkindnefſemany men do kill, 
i" In her I truſt,that is my true ſworne louer, 
vaine Vaine he doth wricethat doth hervertues ſmother, 


that That ſhe is faire, Nature her ſelfe alloweth, 
face, Facefull of beauty, eyesreſembling fire, 

then Then my pure hart to louethy hart (tillyoweth, 

have Hauc mc in fauour formy gooddetire, 

of Ot holy loue, Loves Templeto aſpire; * 

any Aovv butthee my thoughts will tere require, 

other Octher {weet motions now I will conceale 

orace. Grace theferudelines that my hearts thoughts reveale, 


10 Dy- 


+ 
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I0. 
Di/grace not me, loning thee. 
D1/7race Diſgrace be baniſh tromtby heauealy brow, 


not Not entertained of thy pierciag cie, 

”e Me thy (weerte lippes,a ſweet couch will allow, 

tt Inthy faire bolome would I alwayes lie, 

loning Loving in ſuch a downe-bed to be placed, 

thee. Thee tor to pleaſe,my lelfe for cuer graced. 
Il, 


T had rather loue thourh in vaine that face, 
T hen haxe of any other grace. 

Fd T live enrich with gitcs of great content, 

had Had my defiresthe guerdon of good will, 

rather Ratherchenraſte of Fortunes fickle bent, 


loue Love bids me dic, and {corne her witleſle skill, 
thongh Though Loue command Deſpaire doth (t1] actend, 
'” In hazard proues oft times but doubtfull end. 


vaine Vaine is the love encountred with denayes, 
thas Thar yeelds bur griefe, where grace ſhould rather grow, 
face, Facefuil of furie, voide of curteous praiſe: 


then Then fince all loue confilts of weale and woe, 
haze Haue till in mind,that loue deſerues the belt, 

of Ot hearts the couchitone, inward motions louing, 
any Any that yeelds the fruite oftrue-loues relt, 


othey Other Iloue ynworthic of commending, 
grace, Grac'dwith bare heautie,beautic moR oftending, 
I2. 
My ſelfe and mine,are alwayes thine. 
Aty My careto haue my blooming Role not wither, 
felfe Selte-louing Enuic ſhall ic nor denie, 
and And that bafe weed thy growth doth ſecke to hinder, 
V 


142 Cantoes. 
»ins Minehands ſhall pull him vp immediatly, 
are Arethey not envious monlters in thine cic, 


alwayzes Alwayes with yaine occafionsto incloſe 
thine, Thine euer growing beautic, like the Roſe? 


I}. 
The darting of your eies nay heale or wound, 
Let not ——_ lookes ls confound. 


The Thecy-balsin your head are Copids fire, 

darting Darting ſuch hot ſparklesat my breſt, 

of Offorce I am enthrald,and do deſire 
yowr Yourgraciouslouetomake me _— bleſt: 

sjyes FEyes,lippes,and tongue haue cauſed my ynreſt, 

may May Ivno the height of grace aſpire, 

heale Heale my ficke heart with loues great griefe oppreſt, 
or Or if to fire thou wilenot yeeld ſuch fuel], 

wornd. Wound meto death,and ſo be counted cruel). 


Let Let the wide ope-mouth'd world flaunder the guiltie, 
ot Not my dead Phenix,that doth ſcorne ſuch ſhame, 
enpiring Empiring honor blots ſuch infamie, 

lookes Lookes dart away the blemiſh of that name; 

”y My thoughts prognolticate thy Ladies pittie: 

heart Hearts- caſt ro thee,this counſell will I giue, 
confound Confound thy foes, but let true louers liue, 


14+ 
Tok are my ioy,be not ſo coy, 
To# Youbeſtbelov'd, you honor of delight, 


are Are the bright ſhining Starre that Iadore, 
my My eyes like Watchmen gaze within the night, 


Joy 
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Toy fils my heart when you do ſhine before, 

Be not diſgraſiue to thy friend therefore: 
Too glorious arethy lookes to entertaine 
Coy thoughts, fell pecuiſh deeds,our baſe diſdaine, 


I5. 
For you I die being abſent from mine eye. 

Forallthe holy rites that Yer vieth, 

Youl coniureto true obedience: 

I offcr faith, which no kind hart refuſcrh, 

Die periur'd Enuie for thy late offence, 

Being enamored of rich Bzauties pride, 

Abſent,] freezein Winters pining cold, 

From thee I fir,as if thou had(t denide, 

My loue-ficke paſſions twentie times retold: 
Eye-dazling Miltris, with a looke of pittic, 
Grace my fad Song,and my hearts pinivg Dittie. 

6 


16, 
Send me your heart to eaſe my ſmart. 
Send bur a glaunce of amours fromthine cie, 
Me will it rauiſh with excceding pleaſure, 
Your —_ do enwrap my deltinie, 
Heart fcke with ſorrow, ſorrow out of meaſure, 
To thinke vpon my loues continuall folly: 
Eaſethou wy paine from pitties golden treaſure; 
My griefe proceeds from thee,and I ſuppoſe 
Smart of my ſmart, will my lifes bloud incloſe, 
17, 
Seeing you haue mime let me hane thine, 
Secing my vattions are ſo penetrable, 
Youof all other ſhould be pirtifull, 
Haue mind of me,and you'le be fauourable, 
V 2 
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mize Minehart doth tell me you are mercifull, 


let Let my hatts loue be alwayes violable, 

me Mechaue you found in all things dutifull, 

haxe Haue me in fauour, andthy ſelfe ſhalt ſee, 

thine, Thine and none others, will I all wayes be. 
18. 


Within thy breſt, my hart doth reſt. 
Within Within the cir-uit of a Chriſtall ſpheare, 
th Thy eyesare plaſt, and vnderneaththoſe eyes, 
breſt, Breſt of hard flint, eares thar do ſcorne toheare 
my My dayes ſad gronings, and night waking cries, 
hart Hartſore ficke paflions, and Loues agonies, 
doth Doth it becomethy beauty? no, aſtaine 
reſt. Retts on thy bright brow wrinckled with difdaine, 
19. 
O let me heare, from thee my deave. 
O Otongue thou haſt blaſphem'dthy holy Goddeſſe, 
let Let me do penance for offending thee, 
me Medothoublametfor my forgerfulneſſe: 
heare, Heare my ſubmiſſion, thou wilt ſuccor me: 
from PFromthy harts cloſet commeth gentleneſle, 
thee Thee hath the world admir'd for clemency, 
7m My hart is ſorrie, and Ile bite my tongue, 
y 45s: Dearethat to thee, tothee I oftred wrong, 
20, 
Al Phontx rave, tt all my care. 
My My life, my hart, mythoughts, I dedicate, 
Phanix Phamx tothee, Pham of allbeauty, 
rare, Rare things1n hart of thee I meditate, 
MI Is rnottime, I cometo ſhew my duty? 
all AllfauorsvntotheeIconlecrate, 


- 
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-»y My goods, my lands, my ſelfc,and all is thine, 
care, Carc thoſe thac lilt, ſo thou faire bird be mine, 
21. 


I would I might, be thy delight. 
1 I wiſh for things, would they mighttake effeR, 
worl4 Would they might end, and we enioy our pleaſure, 


/ ] vow I would not proftred time neglect, 

1miohe, Might I bur gather ſuch vnlooF't for treaſure, 

&” Be all things envious I would the reſpect, 

thy Thy fauours in my hart 1 do enroule, 

delight, Delight matcht with delight, doth mecontroule, 

22. 
If T you hane, none elſe I crane. 

If If adoration cucr were created, 

/ I ama Mailter ofthatholy Art, 
you You my aduotrix, whom I have admired, 


hane, Hauec of my true deuotion bore a part: 

ove None bur your ſelfe may here be nowinated, 

elſe Elf: would my tongue my true obedience thwart : 
1 I cannot flatter, Loue will not allow it, 


CY.1He. Crauethou my hart, on thee I will beſtow ir. 
Be you to ms as I to thee. 

Be Bee the poore Bee, ſucke hony fromthe flower, 

you You have a ſpacious odoriferous field, 

ro Totaſt allmnoyfture, where in ſweet F/oras bower, 

me, Mc ſhall you fipdlubmiſſiuelyto yeeld, 

as As a poore Captivelookwg tor the hower, 

7 ] may havegracious lookes, cl{c am ] kild, 

ro To dyeby you werel:fe, and yet thy ſhame, 

thee, Thee would the wide world hate. ny folly blame. 
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2 
Tow are tbe fofbiowmber T truft. 

Youin your boſome having plac'd a light, 
Acethe chiefe admirall vnto my Fleet, 
The Lanthorne for co guide me in the night, 
Fult ro the ſhore, where I may ſet my feer 
Ja fafegard,void of Dangers cruell ſpight, 
Whomin diſgrace Loucand fel Enuic meer, 

I muſter yp my ſpirits,and they flie; 

Teult of thy taith controules mine enewie. 


| 25. 

Tok are the laſt my lone ſhall taſte. 
Youſtanding on the cower of hope and feare, 
Aretimerous of ſelfe-will fooliſhnefle, 

The onely Viper that doth loue-laies tearg; 
Laſt can it not.tis womans pecuiſhneſle, 
My kind affeQtions can it not forbeare, 
Loue tels me that tis bred inidleneſſe, 
Shall ſuch occaſion hinder thee or me? 
Taſtc firli the fruit, and then commend the tree. 


26. 
If you I had,I ſhomld be glad. 

If the Sunne ſhine,the harucſ man is glad, 
You are my Sunne,my dayes delightſome Queene, 
I am your harueſt laboreralmoſt mad , 
Had Inot my glorious commet ſcene, 
I wiſhthat I might fit withio thy ſhgde,' 
Should I be welcome erethy beautic fade : 

Be not Narciſſiebut be alwaies kind, 

Gladtoobtain the thingthou neare could(t find, 


27, 


Ther 
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Though place be far,my heart i nay. 
Though Though thou _ Hons fi _— nghe ſeparated, 
place Place,nor the diſtance ſhall not hinder me, 
be Be conſtant for a while, thou maiſt bechwarted, 
fer, Far am I not,lle come to ſuccour thee. 
my My heart and thine,my ſweet ſhall nere be parted, 
heart Heart made ofloue,andtrue fimplicitie: 


us Is not Loue lawleſle,full of powerfull might? 
war. Nar to my heart that ſtill with Loue doth fight, 
28, 


Ay thoughts are dead,canſe thou art ſped, 
My My inward ſe can ſing of nought but Loue, 
thoughts Thoughts are his Heralds,flying to my brealt 
we Are entertaibed,ifthey thence remoue, 
dead, Dead ſhalltheir maſter be,andin voreli; 
canſe Cauſcallthe worldthy hatred to reproue, 
thos Thouartthat All-in-all that Iloue beſt: 
ary Artthou then cruell? no thou canſt not be 
ſed. Sped with ſo foule a ficndas Cruchie, 


29. 

Tſend my heart to thee, where gladly I wonld be, 
I T of all other ain faire Yen thrall, 
fend Send me butpleaſant glances of thine cle, 
my My ſoule will leape with ioy and dance withal!, 
heart Heart of my heart,and ſoules felicitie: 
ts To beauties Queene my heart is ſanQtified, 
thee, Thee aboue all things hauc I deified. 


Where Whereis AfeRionsfled to Enuies caue? 
g/asly Gladlie wy Thoughts would beare her companie, 
- I from foule bondage will my Phanix ſauce, 
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world Would ſhein loue requice my courteſie, 
be, Be louing as thou art fairegelſe ſhall I ſing, 
Tiy beautie a poiſnous bitter thing, 
O, 

If you me inſt have knowne, 

Then take me for your owne. 
17 1tyou be faire,why thould you be vnkind? 
yoWwn YouhanenoperſcQreaſon forthe ſane, 
mz Methinkesit were your glorie for to find 
19/3} IJaſtmeaſare ar my hands, bur you to bla:ne, 
hane Haue from the deepeſt cloſet of your heart, 
exown, Kuowne my pure thoughts,and yer I pice in {marr, 


Then Then inthe deepeſt meaſure of pure loue, 

take Takepitticonthe ſad ficke pining ſoule, 

me Me may you count your ynknowne Txrile-Doxe, 
for Forin my bolomes chamber, I cnroule 
your Your deepe loue-darting cie,and (hill will be 
owne. O wne of your owne,deſpight extremitic, 


31. 
My heart I ſend,to be your friend. 
Af My dcare ſoules comfort,and my hopes true ſolace, 
heart Heart of my heart,and my liues ſecret ioy, 
F4 I in conceit do thy ſweeteſelfe embrace, 
ſend, Send cloudieexhalations cleane away 
to To the blind miſtie North;there tor co Pay: 
be Bethoumyarbourandwy dwelling place, 
Jour Your armes the circling folds that ſhallencloſc me, 
friend, Friend me with this, and thou [balt ncuer loſe rae, 
2, 
I hane no loue,but you thy Done. 
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I pine in ſadneſle, andin {ad ſongs finging 
Haue ſpent my time, my ditties harſh andill, 
No ſight but thy faire :ght would I be ſeeing: 
Loucin my boſome keepes his caſtle ſtill, 
But being diſſcuered I fit always pining, 
Youdo procure me Nzober cup to fill, 
My dutie yet remembred I dare proue, 
Doues haue no power for toexchange their Loue, 


34+ 
1 willnot 4 hough ſome be ſtrange. 
I'cannot ſtir one foote from Ver:u gate, 
Will you come fit, and beare me company? 
Not one but you can make me fortunate : 
Change when thou wile, it is but cruelcy, 
Though voto women it is giuen by fate, 
Some | _ minds theſe ranging thoughts do hates 
Be thou of that mind, elſe I will conclude, 


Strange haſt thou alcer'd Loue, tobe ſo rude. 
Thoughts op me waking. 


ng ofthe wind, 

Keepe a ſweet faining in my Loue-ficke brelt, 

Me (till aſſuring that thou art moſt kind, 

Waking inpleaſure, ſleeping ſure inreſt: 
That no ſleepes dreamings, nor no waking cries, 
Toour ſweet louing thoughts, ſweet reſt denies, 


Seeing that my hart made choſe of thee, 
Then frame thy ſelfe to c me. 
Secing Louc is pleaſ'd with Loues enamor'dioyes, 
That Fortune cannot croſle ſweer Cupids will, 
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My Loues content, not with fond wanton toyes: 
Hartof my hart doth Loues ynkindnefle kill, 
Made by fond eongues vpbraiding hurtful skill: 
Choiſe nowis fram'dto further all annoyes: 
Ofall ſweete thoughts, ofall ſweete happiereſ?, 
Thee haue I choſe,to make me three times bleſt, 


Then !ct our holy true aſpiripg loue, 

Framevs the ſweeteſt muſicke of Deſire: 

Thy words {hall maketrueconcord, and remoue 

Selfe-will it ſcite, for Yen dothrequire 

To be acquainted with thy beauties fire: 
Comfort my heart, for comfort tels me this, 
Me haſt thou choſe of all tobe thy bliſſe, 


CH heart 1s bound to fanouy thee, 
Then yeeld in time to pittie me. 
My Phwnix hathtwo ſtaire-reſembling Eyes, 
Heart fullof pittie, and her ſmiling looke, 
Is of the Sunnes complexion, and replies, 
Bound for performance by faire Ver:u booke 
To faithfulnefle, which from her nurſe ſhe tooke: 
Fauour in her doth ſpring, in vertuons praiſe, 
Thee Eloquence'it'{clfe ſhall ſeeketo raile, 


Then in performance of this gracious right, 

Yeeld vp that pitcous heart to be my Louer, 

In recompence how Ihaue lou'd thy Gehr, 

Time (hallfromtime to timeto thee difconer : 

To thee is giuen thepower of C,pids might, 
Pirtie1s writ in gold ypon thy hart, 


w% 


Cantoes. r50 
re. Me promiling to cure a cureleſle ſmart, 
T ioy to find a conſtant mind. 
[ I am encompaltround about wich joy, 
zo Ioy to enioy my ſweete, for ſhe proteſteth 
zo To comfort me that !languilhin annoy, 
find Findeaſeifany ſorrow me molefteth, 


A A happie mart chat ſuch aloue poſlcſleth: 
confiant Conltant in words,and alwayes vowes toloue me, 
md, Mind me ſhe will,but yet ſhe dares nor prouc me, 


Aly heart by hope doth live, 
Deſire no toy doth gine. 
Af My loucand dearcht life to thee I conſecrate, 
heart Heart of my hearts deare treaſure,for I firiue 
7 By thy deuineneſle too deuine tonominate, 
ope Hopeof approued faith in me mult thrive: 
doth Dorh not the God of Loue thar's molt deuine, 


le. Liucin thy boſomes cloſer and in mine? 
Deſire Deſiretothat vnſpeakable delight, 

"s No ſharpe conceited wit can nere ſet downe, 
807 Ioy inthe, worldo. worldly mens ey-light, 
auth Dothbur ignoble thy imperiall crowne: 
gine. Giue thou the onſet andthe foe willflie, 


Acnazedat thy great commanding beautie, 


Death ſhall take my life away, 
Before my friend/hip ſhall decay. 
Death Death that heart-wounding Lord,ſiveet louers foe, 
faxll Shall lay his Ebone darts at cby faire fete, 
XN 2 
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tahe Takethemiatothbyhandand worke my woe, 

my My woethat thy minds anguiſh will regreet: 

kfe Lite, hart, joy, greeting and all my pleaſure, 
away. Away are gone and fled from my deare treaſure, 


Before Before one ſtaineſhal blotthy ſcarlet die, 

my My bloud (halllike a fountaine waſh the place, 

friendſhip Friendſhip it ſelfe knit with mortality, 

ſhall Shallthy immortallblemiſh quite diſgrace: 

decay. Decay ſhall allthe world, my Loue inthee 
Shall liue ynſtain'd,yntouchr perpetually, 


Let truth report what hart Theare, 

To her that is my deareſ} dearve. 
Let Let not foule pale-fac'd &:xy be my foe, 
truth Truth mult declare my ſpotleſſe loyalty, 
report Report vntothe world ſhall plainely ſhow 


what What hart deare Love 1 alwayes boreto thee, % 
heart Hart fram'd ofperfe& Loves fincerity: _ 
I I cannot flatter, this Iplainely ſay, 

beare, Beare with falſe words, ile beare the blame away. 


To Tochange in loue is a baſe fimplething, / 
her Her name will be oreſtain'd with periury, 
that That doth delight in nothing bur difſembling? 


Fa Is it not ſhame ſo for to wrong faire beauty, 
My true approuedtoung muſt anſwer 1 
Lav Deare are ofthis,and learne of me, 


feare. Dear is that Loue combin'd with Chaltity. 
Seene hath the eye, choſen hath the hart : 


Firme 
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Firme is the faith, and loth to depart. 


Seene Scene in all learned arts is my beloued, 
hath Hathanie oneſo faire a Loue as I? 

the The ſtony-hearted ſavage bath ſhe moued, 
cie, Eyeforhereyetempts bluſhing chaſticie, 
choſen Cholento maketheir nine aperfeQren, 
hath Haththe ſweet /4/es honored her agen, 


The Thebright-ey'd wandring world doth alwaies ſceke, 
heart, Heart-curing comfort doth proceed fromthee, 
firme Firme truſt, pure thoughts, a mind that's alwayes mecke, 
Pr Is the true Badge of my loues Soueraigntie: 

the The honor of our age,the onely faire, 

fauh, Faiths miltris,and Truths deare adopted heire. 


eAnd Andthoſe that do behold thy heanenly beautie, 

loth Lothto forſake thee, fpoile themſclues with gazing, 

to Tothee all humane knees proffertheir dutic, 

depart, Depart they will not but with ſad amazing: 
Todimme their ey-fight looking gainſt the ſunne, 
Whoſe hot refleting beames will neare be donae. 


No woe ſe great in lone not being heard, 
No plague ſo great inlowe being long deferd. 
No Notonguecantell the world my hearts deepe anguith, 
woe Woe,andthe minds great perturbation 
/o Sotrouble me,that day and night FHanguith, 
yreat Great catesinloue ſecke my deſtruction; 


In all things gracious, ſauing onely this, 
Wome, Loue is my toe,that I account wy blifle. 
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Not all the world could profer me diſgrace, 


Being maintained faireſt faire by thee, 
Hard-fortune ſhallthy ſeruant nere outface, 
No (tormes of Diſcord ſhould diſcomfort ine? 


Plague allthe world with frownes my T xzt/e-dozc, 


So that thou {mile on me and be my louc. 


Great Miſtris,matchleſle inthy ſoueraigntic, 

In lue and recompence of my affection, 

Loue me againe, this doI beg of thee, 

Being bound by Cxpidr kind direCtion: 
Long have I ſu'd tor grace, yer til I find, 
Detgrd I ami by her that's moſt vnkind. 


end if my loue ſhall be releew'd by thee, 
My heart us thineand ſo account of me. 
And ye: a ({tedfalt hope maintaines my harr, 


. If anic faucur fauourably proccede 


My deare from thee,the cuger of my ſmart, 
Loue that eaſeth minds oppreſt with neede, 
Shall be the true Phiſition of my grieke, 


rcleend Relceu'dalone by theethat yeeld'lt relicfe. 


and 


lo 


«ccoms Account Imuſt ofthee my Twrrfe-dore, 


By all che holy rices that Louec adoreth, 
Thce haueT lou'd aboue the loue ofany, 
My heart in truth thee alwayes fauoureth, 
Heart freed fromanyone,then freed from many: 
I; ir not baſe to change? yea ſo they lay, 
Thine owne confeſſion loue deniesdelay. 


Andby the high imperiall ſeate of 7oue, 
SoamlT forc'd by Cpidforrto ſweare, 


of 


MO, 


a 


A 


Cantoes. 
Ofthee that Times long memorie ſhall outweare: 
Me by thy ſtedfaſt truth and faith denying, 
To promiſe any hope on thee relying, 


Ay paſſions are a hell and death tome, 
Valeſſe you feele remorce and pitie me. 
My ſweeteſt thoughts ſweer loue tothee I ſend, 


paſſions Paſhhonsdeeply ingrafted, ynremouable 


are 


a 
hell 
and 


Are my aftetions,and I muſt commend 

A ſtedtaſttruſtinthee moſt admirable: 
Hell round enwraps my bodie by diſdaine, 
And then a heauen if thou loue 2gaine, 


death Death haunts me at the heeles, yet is afraid, 


ro 
me, 


To touch my boſome, knowing thou lou'lt me, 
Me ſometimes terrifying by him betraid, 


vrleſſe Vnleſſe ſweete helpfull ſuccour come from thee: 


your 


feele 


Yeu well I know,the honor of mine cie, 
Feele ſome remorcetull helpe in milcrie. 


remorce Remorce ſits on thy brow triumphantly, 


and 
pittta 
2, 


4 A ty 
poreſt 


And ſmiles ypon my face with gentlecheere; 
Pittie,loucs gracious mother dwels in thee, 
Me fauourivg,abandoning baſe teare, 
Death is ainazed, viewing ofthy beautie, 
Thinking thy ſelfe perfect erernitie. 


My prreſt lowe doth none but thee adore, 
My bearne thoughts are'thine; I loue no more, 


My comfortable ſweere approved Miltris, 
Pure of allthe pure that nature franed, 


Louc inthe hcight ofall our happineſic, 
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doth Dotatell me that thy yertues are not named: 
920k None can giue forththy conſtancie approucd, 


but But [ thac ride thy faich, my belt beloued, 


Thee Thecinthetemple of faire Yen ſhrine 

adore, AdoreI mult, and kneele ypon my knee, 

”y My forrunes tell me plaine that thou art mine, 
heartzee Heartieinkindneſſe,yeelding vnto me: 

choughts Thovghtsthe much- _ difturbers of our reſt 


are Are fled,andlodge in ſome ynquiet bref, 
Thine Thineeuerynremou'd and ſtillkept word, 

i I pondred ofrentimes within my mind: 

loue Loue told me that thou neuer would(t afford, 
noze None other grace butthat which I did find, 
more. More comfortable did this ſound in mine care, 


Then ſweeterelcaſement to a man in feare, 


T ado reſolue to lone no lowe but thee, 
T herefore be kind,and fanour none but me. 
I I ſometime (uting by my ſelfealone, 
do Do meditate of things that are enſuing, 
re/olue Reſolue I do that chou muſtend my mone, 
to Toltrengthen Love ifloue ſhould be declining, 
lowe Loucinthy boſome dwels,and tels me (till, 
7: No cnuious ſtormes ſhall thwart affections will, 


Lowe FLouehathamaz'dthe world, plac'dinthy brow, 
but But yer ſlauiſh diſdaine ſeekes fortocroſſe 

thee Thee andmy ſelfe,that have combin'd our yow, 
therefore Therefore that monſter cannot worke our loſk: 


”—_— Wu 
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be Be all the winds of Angerbentto rage, 
kind. Kind ſhalt thou fiad me, chus my hart I gage. 


and And from my faith that's vnremoueable, 

favour Favour beſeatedinthy maiden eie, 

none MNonecan receiue itloue'more acceptable 

but But I my ſelfe, waiting thy pirtying mercie: 

me. Me haſt thou made the ſubſtance of delight, 
By thy faireſunne-reſembling heauenly gh, 


eAh quoth ſhe, but where ts true Loxe? 
Where quoth he? where you and I lone, 
4 quoth ſhe were thine like my loue. 
Why quoth he, as you lone 1 lone, 
Ah Ah thou imperious high commauncing Lord, 
guoth (Quoth he) to {#pid gentle godot Loue, ſ; 
he, He that Thonor moſt will not accord, 


but But ſtrives againſt chy Iuſtice from aboue, | 
where WhereT hauepromilt faith, my plighted word | 
” Is quite refuſed with a baſe reprouc: | 
true True louing honourthis I onely will thee, 


lone? Louethytrucloueor elle falſe loue will kill me, 


Where Where ſhall Ifind a heart that's free from guile? | 
| "gg Quoth Faichfulneſſe, within my lovers brelt, 
, He attheſe pleaſing words began to ſmile, | 
where Where Anguiſh wrapthis thougktsin much ynceſt: | 
| 

| 

[ 

| 


you You did with pretie tales the rime beguile, 
and And made him in conceited pleaſure bleſt, 
" I grac'd the words ſpoke with ſo ſweet atong, 


lone, Loue being the holy burden of your ſong, 
Y 
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I grac'dyour ſong of Loue, but by che roy: 

(Quoth true Experience, fit and you ſhall ſee, 

She will enchaunt you with her heauenly lay : 

Were you fram'd all ot heauenly Pollicie, 

Thine eares ſhould drinke the poiſon of Delay, 

Like as Ifaid, ſodiditpraue to bs, 
My Miſtris beautie grac'd my Miſtris ſong, 
Louepleaſd more with her Eyes then with her Tong, 


Why then in deepeneſſe of ſweete Loues delight, 
Quoth ſhe, the perfe Miſtrisof Deſire, 
He that IT honor molt bard from wy fight, 
As a bright Lampe kindles AﬀeRions fire : 
You Magicke operations worke your ſpight, 
Loue to the mountaine top of will aſpires : 

I chalenge all in all, and thisI ſing, 

Loue is a holy Saint, a Lord, a King, 


eh Lone, where 1 thy faith in ſweete lone ! 
”y lowe where hearts comoyne mm true loue: 
Why then my heart hopes of thy Lones lone, 
Elſe let my heart be plagw'd with falſe lone. 


Why art thou ſtrange to me my Deare? 
Not ſtrange when as I lone my deave : 
But thou efteew ft not of thy deare. 

Tes when 1 know my deareſt deare, 


Why us wry Lone ſo falſe tome ? 
Hy lowe us thine if thou low ft me; 
Thee 1 lone, elſe none contents me. 
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Cantoes. 
If thow low'ft me, it not repent: me. 


Ah quoth he, wher's faith in ſweete lone? 
Why quoth ſhe, conioynd mm true lone. 

Ab quoth he, I hope of thy loxe: 

Elſe quoth ſhe, Ile die a falſe lone. 


Ah my Deare, why doft thou hill me ? 

No my deare, Lowe doth not will me. 

Then mn thine armes thou ſhalt enfould me. 

I, my deare,there thou ſhalt hold me : 
end holding me betweene thine armes, 
1 ſhall embrace ſweete Lowers Charmes. 


Though death from life my bodie part, 
Tet neare the leſſe keepe thou my hart, 


Though Though ſome men are inconſtant, fond,and fickle, 
death Deaths aſhie count'nance ſhall not alter me: 


From they rake their ſubſtance being britcle, 
Life, Heart, and Hand ſhall awaies fauour thee, 
My Pen ſhall write thy vertues repiltrie, 
Bodie conioyn'd with bodie, free from firife, 
Part not in ſundercill we part our life, 


Yet my ſoules life to my deare lifes concluding, 

Nere let Abſurditic that villaine,theefe, 

The monſter of our time, mens praiſe deriding, 

Leſle in perſeucrance,of {mall knowledge chicfe, 

Keep the baſe Gate to things that are excelling, 

Thou by faire yertues praiſe mailt _ relicfe, 
2 


thy 
wnirath 
hath 

it 
Unonne. 


Cantoes. 


My lines are thine,thentell Abſurditie, 
Hart of my deare,ſhallblot his yillanie. 


Where bearts agree,no ſtrife can be. 


Where faithfulneſleynites it felfe with loue, 
Hearts pin'd with ſorrow cannot diſagree: 
Agreethey muſt of force, for fora aboue 
No wind oppreſling miſchiefe may we ſee> + 
Strife is quite banitht from our companie, 
Can Ibe ſad? no,Pleaſute bids me 6ng, 
Be blefled, for ſweete Loue's a happie thing. 


Thy vowes my lone and heart hath wonne, 
Till thy untruth hath it undone. 


Thy true ynſpeakable fidelitie, 

Vowes madeto {wpidandhis faire-fac'd mother, 
My thoughts have wonneto yertuous chaſticic: 
F ontethee alone I will,atid loue none other, 

And ifthou find not yours ſecrecie,; 


Heart fauoring thee,thendo thou Fancie ſmother, 


Hath all the world ſuch a true Bird as I, 
Wonnetothis faupurby my conſtancic? 


Till that leane fleſhlesctipple,pale-fac'd Death, 
Thy leuely Dove ſhallpierce with his fell darr, 
Vorruth in my faice boſoine nere takes breath: 
Hath any loue ſitcha firme conftant heart ? 
It is thine owne,vnlefle thou keepe it ſtill 
Vndone ſhall I be,cleane againſt my will, 
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Cantoes. 


T ime ſhalltell thee, how well I loxe thee, 

Time the true proportioner of things, 
Shall inthe end ſhew my affeRion, 
Tellcheefrom whence allthele my paſſions ſpring 
Thee honoring that of loue haue made eleCion; 
How often Ihaue made my offerings, 
Well knowne to Yen and herlovely fonne, 
I to the wide world ſhall my paſſions ruone: 

Loue is a Lord of hearts,a great Commander, 

Thee chalenging to be my chicte defender, 


D 


Moſt denine and ſacred, 


Hame I found your lone vs}, atted, 


Moſt reuerend Miſtris honor of mine cic, 


Deuine,molt holy in rel 
And Lorditſelfe ofmy 


1910UsS loue, 


hearts emperie, 
Sacred inthoughts admitted from aboue, 
Haue in remembrance what afteion wiileth: 
I ex reuivesthe mind, and the nnd killeth., 
Found haue I writcen in yourskie-like brow, 


Your neuer ceaſing kind humllitic, 


Loue for your ſake ro me hath made a you, 

v1} otted Vaſpottedſball I find your conftancie, 

And without [taine, to thy pure {fainlefle beaurie, 
Shall my hearts boſoume offer yp his dutie, 


The want of thee 15 death to me. 


The day ſhall be all night,and night all day, 
Waat of the Sunne and Moon: to gine ys light, 
Y 3 
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Of a blacke darkneſle, before thy loue will ay 
Thee fromthy pleaſure ofthy hearts delight. 

I; not AﬀeQtion nurſe to long Delay? 

Deaths Meſlenger,that barres me from thy ſight? 


Cantoes. 


Tobe in abſence, isto burne in fire, 
Me round enwrapping with hot Loues defire. 


I lone tobe belowed, 


I doacknowledge ofall conſtant pure, 

Loue is my true thoughts herrald,and lle ſing 

To beof thy thoughts cloſet, firme and ſure, 

Bethe world (till thy yertues deifying: 
Beloued of the moſt, yer molt of many, 
Aficme my deare,thou art belou'd of any. 


I ſcorne if I be ſcorned. 


I being not belou'd by my aff: tion, 
Scorne within my thoughts ſuch bad diſgrace, 
If thou of mie do make thy firme cle&ton, 
I co none other loue will giue my place: 
Be thou my Saint,my boſomes Lord to proue, 
Scorned ofall, lle be thy truelt loue, 


. The heart's in paine,that lowes in vaine. 


The griefe poore louers feele being not beloued, 
Hearts anguiſh,and ſad lookes may teltifie: 

Ia night they {lcepe not, andin day perplexed, 
Paine of this ſorrow makesthem melancholy, 


That 


Cantoes. 


That in diſdaine their filly minds are vexed, 
Loues terror is ſo ſharpe, ſoſtrong,ſo mightie, 
In all things vareſfiltable, being aliue, 
Vaine hereſiltschat gainſt loucs force goth ltriue, 


What greater ioy can be then thi, 
Where lone enioyes each lowers wiſh? 


What may we count the world if loue were dead? 
Greaterin woe, then woe it ſelfe can be, 
Ioy from mans ſecret boſome being fled, 
Cannot bur kill the heart immediatly, 
Becauſe by ioy the heart is nouriſhed: 
Then entertaine ſweete loue within thy breſt, 
This motion in the end will make thee bleſt, 


Where two harts are ynited all in one, 

Loue like a King,a Lord,a Soueraigne, 

Enioyes the throne of bliſſe to fit vpon, 

Each ſad hearr craving aid, by Cxprdſlaine: 
Lovers be mertic, Loue being dignified, 
Wiſh what you will,it ſhall nor be denied, 


Fins. quoth R. Cheſter, 


HEREAFTER 
FOLLOVV DIVERSE 


Poeticall Eflaies on the former Sub- 
iet;viz: the Twrile and Phantx. 


Done by the beſt and chiefeſt of our 


moderne writers, with their names ſub- 


ſcribed to their particular workes : 
nener before extant. 


And (now firſt)conſecrated by them all generally, 
to the loue and merite of the true-noble Knight, 
Sir Iohn Salisburie, 


Diznum larde virum HMuſavetat mori. 
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INVOCATIO, 
AMY Apollinem & Pierides. 
© Fate,faire T hefpian Deities, 
And thou bright God, whoſe golden Eies, 
Serue asa Mirrour tothe filuer Morne, 
When (in the height of Grace) ſhe doth adorne 
Her Chryſtall preſence,and inuites 
The cuer-youthfull Browns to delights, 
Sprinckling his ſure of oye with Pearle, 
And (like a looſe enamour'd Girle ) 
Ingles his cheeke; which (waxing red with ſhame) 
In(tinAtsthe ſenſlefſe Grapes to do the ſame, 
Till by his ſweete refleCtion £4. 
They gather ſpirit, and grow diſcoloured. 


To your high influence we commend 
Our following Labours,and ſuſtend 
Our mutuall palmes,prepar'dto gratulate 
An honorable friend :then propagate 
With your illuſtrace faculties 
Our mentall powers; InſtruQt ys how to riſc 
In weighty Numbers,wellpurſu'd, 
And yaried fromthe Multicude: 
Be lauiſh once,and plenteouſly profuſe 
Your holy waters,to our thirſhe Afuſc, 
That we may giue a Round to him 
Ina Caſta/ian boule,crown'dto the brim. 


Uatum Chorus. 
L 2 
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Td the warthilyhonord Knighe 
Sir lohn Salisburie, 


IN? bleſt of minds, here do the Muſes bring 
* 777 , SEE" { 
Vnto yourfafer iydgements taſt, 
Pure juice that floa'd from the Pietian ſprings, 
Not filch'd,nor borrow d,but exhaust 
By the flame-hair'd Apollos hand» 
And at his well.obſer' d command, 
For you infuſae in our retentine brain, 
!s now diftild thence, through our quilles againe—. 


Value onr uſes you approue the worthy 
And thinke of what they are create, 
No Mercenarie hope did bring them farth, 
T hey tread not in that ſeruile Gate; 
But 4 true Zeale,boyne in our ſpirites, 
Reſponſible toyour high Merites, 
And an Inuention,freer yi the Times, 
T heſe were the Parents to ous ſenerall Rimes, 
Wherin Kind, Learned, Enuious,a! may view, 
T hat we haue writ worthy onr ſelues and yon, 


'VatumChorus. 


Errors | 


Ws 


FECL DSL To 


The foſt 


He filuer Vault ofheaueo, hath but one Eie, 
Andthat's the Sunne:the foule-maskt-Ladie, Nighe 
(Which blots the Cloades, the white Booke of the'Skie,) 
Bur one ficke Phebe,feuer-ſhaking Light: 
The heart, one ſtring: ſo, thus in finglerurnes, 
The world one Phanx,till another burnes, 


The burning. 


Q10eo here burnes this wonder of a breath, 
In righteous flames, and holy-heared fires: 
(Like Muficke which dothrapt it ſelfe ro death, 
Sweet'ning the inward roome of mans Deſires; ſ) 
So ſhe waſt's both her witigs in piteous ſtrife; 
«© Theflamethat cates her,fcedes the others life: 
Herrare-deadalhes,fill arare-liue vrne: 
© One Phenix borne, another Phenix burne, 


POOLED FTE 


- Ecrthe birdoſlowget lay, 
—Oothe fole e4-4bian tree, 
Herauldſad and trumper be: 

To whole tound chaſte wings obay. 


Bar thou ſhriking harbioger, 

Foule precurxer of the fiend, 

Augour ofthe feuers end, 

Tothis troupe come thou nor neere, 


From this Sc{lioninterdit 
Euery foule of tyrant win 
Sauc the Eagl le feath'redKing, 
Keepe the obſequie fo rig” 


Let the Prieſt in Siirples white, 
That defunRtive Muſicke can, 
Be the death-deuining Swan, 
Leſt the Requiemlacke his right. 


And thou treble dated Crow, 
Thar thy ſable gender mak'ſt, 
Wruhthe breaththou giu'lt and tak'f, 
Mongtt our mourners ſhaltthou go. 


Here the Antheme doth commence, 
Loue and Conltancic is dead, 
Phenix and the Twrtle fled, 

In a mutuall flame from hence. 


So they lonedasloucintwaine, 
Had che eſſence but ia one, 
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Two diſtinas,DiuiGonnone, 
Number there in loue was ſlaine, 


Hearts remote, yet not aſunder; 
Diſtance and noſpace was ſeene, 
Twirxt this 7rtle and his Queene; 
But in them it were a wonder. 


So betweene them Loue did ſhine, 
That the Twrtle ſaw his right, 
Flaming in the Phenix fight; 
Either was the others mine, 


Propertie was thus appalled 
Thar the ſelfe was not the _ 
Single Natures double name, 
Neither two nor one was called. 


Reaſoninit ſelfe confounded, 
Saw Diuifion grow together, 

To themſelues yeteither neither, 
Simple wereſo well compounded, 


Thatit cried, how true a twaine, 
Seemeth this concordanr one, 
Loue hath Reaſon,Reaſonnone, 
If what parcs,can ſo remaine. 


Whereupon it made this Threne, 
Tothe Phemx and the Dowe, 
Co-ſupremes and ftarres of Loue, 
As Chorw totheir Tragique Scene, 


Fw: 


RE—— Raritie, © 


Grace inall fimplicitie, 
Here encloſde,in cinders he. 


Death is now the Phonex neſt, | 
And the Tartlerloyall breſt, 
To eternitic doth reſt, 


Leauing nopoſteritie, 
T was not their infirmitie, 
It was married Chaſlitie, - 


Truth may ſeeme, bur cannot be, 
Beautie bragge,bur tis not ſhe, 
Truth and Beautie durlen be. 


HLO 
- 


To this vinelet thoſe re aire, 
That are either true or faire, 


For theſe dead Birds,figh a prayer. 


William S bake- eares 
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+ narration and deſcription. of a 


moſt exa&t wondrous creature,ariſing 
out of the Phenix and Turtle 


O 
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Domes aſhes. 


Twas a mouing Epicedinm! 
Can Fire?can Tnne?canblackeſt Fate conſume 
Sorare creation?Noztis thwart to fence, 
Corruption quakes to touch ſuch excellence, 
Narure exclaimes for Juſtice, Iuſtice Fate, 
Oughtinto nought canneuer remigrate, 
Then lookefor ſee what glorious ifſue(brighter 
Then cleare(t fire,and beyond faith farre whiter 
Theo Dzanstier)now {prings from yonder flame? 
Let ine (tand numb'd with wonder, neuer came 
So lrong amazement on aſtoniſh'd cie 


As chis,this meaſurtleflepure Ratitie, 


Lonow; th'xcracturent deuineſt Eſſence, 
The Soule of heauens labour'd |Qwinteſſence, 
( Peansto Phabns)from deare:Louer's death, 
Takes ſweere creation andall blefling breath, 

What (iraogenefle is that from the: Tart/es aſhes 
Aflumes {uch-forme? {whole ſplendor clearer flahes, - 
Then mounted De/i« )tell me genyine Mule. 

Now yeeld your aides;you pitites that infuſe 


A facred rapture, light my weaker cie: 


Raiſe my invention on ſwift. Phantafie, 


That whilft ofthis ſame" Metaphiſicalt 


God, Man,nar Woman, burclix'd of all 

My labouring thoughts, with trained ardor ling, 
My Muſe may mount with an yncommon wing. 
Aa 
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T he deſcription of thu Perfeffion, 


Ares thenthy too audacious ſenſe 
Preſume,define that boundleſle Ex, 
That ampleſt choughc tranſcenderh? 
O yet vouchfafe my /eto greete CY 
That wondrous rareneſle,in whoſe ſweete 
All praiſe begins and endeth, 
Diuineſt Beautie? that was ſlighteſt, 
Thar adorn'd this wondrous Brigheeft, . 
Which had nougheto be corrupted, 
Inthis,Perfeftion had no meane 
Tothis,Earrhs pureſt was vncleane 
Which vertue eucn inftruced, 
By it all Beings deck'dand Rained, 
1deas that are idly fained 
Onely here ſubkiſt nueſted, 
Dread not to giue [train'd praiſc at all, | 
No ſpeech is Hyperbolicall, | 
. 'Tothisperfeionbleſſed:. 
Thus cloſe my Rimes, this all thatcan beſayd, 
This wonder never can be flattered, 


To Perfettion. 
CA Sonnet. Ty 
Fr haue I gazed withaſtoniſh'd eye, © (7 
At monſtrousiſſues of ill ſhaped birth, 


When Thaue ſeene the Midwife to old earth, it 
Natnre produce moſt ſirange deformitie, 


—_—._. 
_ 
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So haue I marue!ld to obſ Sal. late, 
Hard fauour'd Feminines ſo ſcant of faire, 
That Maskes ſochoicely, ſhelrred of the aire, 
As if their beauties were not theirs by fate. 


But who ſo weake of obſeruation, 
Hath not diſcern'd long fince how vertues wanted, 
How parcimoniouſly the heauens haue ſcanced, 
Our chiefclt parc of adornation? 


But now I ceaſe to wonder,now I find 
The cauſe of all our monlirous penny-ſhowes: 
Now I conceit from whence wits ſcarc'tie growes, 
Hard fauourd features , and defeQs of mind. 
Natwre longtime hath fior'd vp vertue,faireneſle, 
Shaping the reſt as foiles ynto this Rareneſſe, 
Perfettiont Hymnus. 
at ſhould I call this creature, 
Which now is growne ynto maturitie? 
How ſhould I blaſe this feature 
As firme and conſtant as Eternitic? 
Callic PerfeRion? Fie! 
Tis perfeQer the brighteſt names can light itz 
Call it Heauens mirror?1, 
Alas,beſt attributes can neuer right ic. 
Beauties refiſtleſſe thunder? 
All nomination is too (traight of ſence; 


Deepe CS 4114228 wonder? 
appellation gue thisexcellence,” 
Within all beſt confin'd, 


(Now feebler Geniwendrby lighter riming) 
a2 
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No Suburbes * all is Afind 
As farfe from (por,as poſſible defining, | 


John Marſton. 


I — 


Periiteros : or the male Turtle _. 


Orlike that looſe and partie-liuer'd SeR 
N Ofidle Lovers,thit(2s diffetent Lighes, 
On colour'd ſubies,diflerenthewes reflec.) 

Change their Afﬀections with their Miſtris Sights, 
That with her Praiſe,or Diſpraiſe,drovene,or flore, 
And muſt be fed with freſh Conceits,and Faſhions; 
Neuer waxeco/d,bur die:loue not,but dote: 
«Loves fires,ftaid Tadgenifrs blow,r ot. himarpbs Pat- 
Whoſt Loves ypontheit Lauers poriip depehd;'> (fions, 
_ And quench asfaſt as her Eyes Iparkle rwinkles, 
«/Noughtlaſtsthat doth ro,Qutward worth contend, 
«Al Louc in ſmooth browes born is romb'd in, wrinkles.) 
Bur like the conſecrated *Bird of four,” 70G AN #7 
Whoſe whole lifc#hap tohis*ſ6le-tate alluded,” \ 
W home no prowd flackes 6f6ther Foules couldmout, 
Bur in her ſelfe allcompanieconcluded. © _ 
She was to him th" Aza/i/de World of plealure,” 
Her firmenefle dorh'd him in yarictie;;;' © 
Exceſfle of all things, he ioydin her greaſutgt © 
Mourh'd wh&)ſhiemourn'd Hh ith When ſhe dies, _ 
Like him I bound th'wſtinR of Mtmy powres, '* ce 
In het that boundsthe Empire of deſert, | 
And Time nor Change(thatalfthinps Me denoutes, ' 
ButrrotherentZ2 din Set ane aka , "> LO 
Canchange me more from her,cher? her Fer wetk,*? 
That is iy Formecandpiuts mybring,hpirie,” | | | 
| George Chapman, Pre- 


177 


Preludinm. 
VV- muſt fing too? what SubieR ſhal we chuſe? 


Or whoſe z7tat Name #n Poets Hezuen oſs, 


For the more Countenance to qur Active Mule ? 


Hercules? alaſſe h1s bones are yet ſore, 
With his old earthly Labors; texath more 
Of his dull Godhead were Sinne: Lets implore 


Phoebus?No:Tend thy Cart ſtill. Enuious Da yy 
Shall not giue out,that we haue made thee ſtay, 
And foundred thy hote Teame,to tune our Lay. 


Nor will we beg of thee, Lordofthe Vine, 
To raiſe our ſprites with thy toniuring Wine, 
In the ereene circle of thy Tuy twine. 


Pallas,north#t wt cdll on, Mankind Maide; 
That(at thy birth) mad ſt the foore Smith afratde, 
Who with bis Axe thy Fathers Md. wife plaide. 


Go,crarmapedull Mars light Venns,when he ſnorts, 
Orwith thy Tribade Trime nent new ſports; 
7 hou,nor their looſeneſſe,vitH9h+ Makin g ſorts. 


Let the old Boy your ſonne ply h:s 0!4T aske, 
Turne the ſlale Prologue to ſome painted Make, 
' His Abſence in wr Verlg.us all we aske. 

Nil Aa 3 
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Hermes the cheater cannot mixewith 1s, 
T hough he would ſtcale his fiſters Pegaſus, 
And rifle him; or pawne his Petaſus. 


Nor all theLadies of the Theſpian Lake, 


( T hough they were cruſht into one forme) could makt 


A Beauty of that Merit,that ſhould take = 


Our Muſe wp by Commiſſion: :No,we bring 
Our owne true Fire, Now our Thought takes wing, 


And now an Epode to deepe eares we ſing. 


Epos. 


Ot to know Yice at all,and ——— 
& Is Vertuezand not 
& Nextto that Vertwe,is, to know Vice well 
« Andherblacke ſpight expell. 
Which to effeR (finceno breaſt is ſo fure, 
Cert poreve 


Some way of exmnnc)er mult p ponagmes 
Of Thowghtrgo and ward 
Arth'&5e and Eave,(the Ports ymo the Mind, ) 


That no firaoge orvokind 
ObieRarriuve —_— a Heart Tour ſic) 
"Yo 


To wakefull Redo yy 
iot 


Will quickly taſte the Tre4/or,and commit 
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Cloſe,the cloſe cavſe ofir. 
« Tis the ſecureft Pollicie we haue, 
& To make our Seſe our Slave, 
But this faire courſe is not embrac'd by many; 
By many? ſcarce by any: 
For either our eAfefions do rebell, 
Orelle the Sentinel, 
(That ſhal riog larum to the Hearr)doth Neepe, 
Or ſome great Thoxght doth keepe 
Backethe Intelligence,and falſely ſweares 
'r baſe, andidle Feares, 
Whereof the loyall Conſcience ſo complaines. 
Thus by theſe ſubcillraines, 
Do ſcuerall P=//ions ill inuade the Afond, 
And [irike our Reaſon blind: 
Of which vſurping ranke, ſome haue thought Loxe 
The firſt;as prone to moue 
Moft frequent Tumules, Horrors,and Vuxeſts, 
In our eaflamed breſts. 
Butthis doth from their cloud of Error grow, 
Which thus we ouerblow, 
The thing they here call Zowegis blind Deſire, 
Arm'd with Bow,Shafts,and Fire; 
Inconſtant like the Sea,of whence 'cis borne, 
Rough,ſwelling,like a Storme: 
With whome who ſailes,rides on the ſurge of Feave,. 
And boiles asif he were 
In a continuall Tempeſt. Now true Lowe. 
No ſucheffeRts doth prove: 
That is ann Eſſence molt gentile,and fine. 
,perfedt;nay divine: 
Ie is a golden Chaine lerdowne from Frauen, 
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Whoſe linkes are bright,and even 

Taacfalslike Sleepe on Loners;and combines 
The ſoft and ſweetelt Mind: 

I'1 equal knors:This beares no Brands nor Dart: 
To murder differenc harts, 

Bitinacalnme and God-like ynitie, 
Preſerues Communitie, 

O « 15 is he that(in this peace Jenioyes 
Th'E/xir of all ioyes? 

(A Forme more freſhthen are the £4: bowers, 
Andlaſting as her flowers: 

Richer then 7Time,and as Times Vertme,rare, 
Sober,as ſaddeſt Care, 

A fixed Thowght,an Fye vntaughe to glance;): 
Who (bleſt with ſuchbigh chance) 

Would at ſuggeſtion of a fteepe Deſire, 
Calt himaſelte from the ſpire 

Of all his Happineſſe? Bur ſoft:Theare | 
Some vicious Foote Uraw neare, 

That cries we Creame;andſweares,there's no ſuchthing 
As this chaſte Lowe we ſing. 

Peace Lyxurie,thou att like one of thoſe 
Who{being at ſea)ſuppoſe * 

Becauſe they mouehe Continent dothſo: 
No(Vie )we letthee know, 

Though thy wild Thoughts with Sparrowes wings do flie, 

&« Twrtles can chaſtly die; 

And yet(in this Yexpreſſe our ſelfemore cleare ) 
We do not number here 

Such Spirites as are onely continent, 
Becauſe Lyſfs meanes are ſpent: 


Or thoſe, who doubt the common mouth of Fame, 
Becauſc 
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And for their Place, or Name, 
Cannot ſo ſafely finne;Their Chaftitie - + 
| Is meere Neceſſuze, 11:9) 
Nor meane we thoſe, whom Yowes and Conſcitnce 
Haue fild with e Lbmence: 
(Though we acknowledge who can ſo abſtaine; 
Makes a molt blefled gaine: 
& He that forloue of goodnefle haterhill, 
- &1s more Crowne- worthy tl, 
&© Then he whichfor ſfinges Peralrie forbeares, 
& His Heart finneghough he feares.) 
Bur we propoſe a perſon like our Dowe, 
Grac'd witha Phenix loue: 
A beauty of that cleare and ſparkling Light, 
Would make a Day of Night, 
And turne the blackeſt ſorrowes to bright ioyes: 
Whoſe Oc'rous breath deſtroyes 
All taſte of Birternefle,and makes the Ayre 
As ſweete,as ſhe isfaire: 
A Bodie ſo harmoniouſly compoſde, 
As if Natwre diſcloide 
Allher belt Symmerrie in that one Feature: 
O,todiuine a Creature 
Who could be falſe too? chiefly when he knowes 
How onely ſhe beſtowes | 
The wealthy treaſure of ber Loue in him; 
Making his Fortunesſwim 
Inthe full loud admir'd perfection? 
What ſauage,brute Afﬀection, 
Would not be fcarefull ro offend a Dame 
Ofthis excelling trame? zt. 
Much morcanoble and right geuero : nw 3 0a; 
4111 3-1/2 
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o yertuous moodesenclin'd) 
That knowes the weight of GuilzHe will refraine- 
From thoughts offuch a ſtraines 
And to his Sexe obiect this Sentence cuer, - 
«* Man may ſeenrely ſane, bur ſafely never. 


Ben: Iohnſos. 
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T he Phenix Analyſde. 
\ 42+”, Jt o 
Ow,after all,letno man 
Receiue:itfdra Fable,! 


Ifa Birdſoamiabley/? *o 
Do turne intoaWoman. : /* 


i ee——_ 


——_ 


Or(by our Twrttes Angire)- 
That Natures faireſt Creature, 
Proue of his Mi//rixFearprey? \' :; 
But a bare Type and Figures (5! | 111 of 
Ode ivveoragithe 
Plends#\O-rnbre then mortall, 
For other fermes comedhort all 
Ofher illuſtrate brighcaeſls;” © 1» 
As farre as Sinne's tromighenefle, 


Her wit as quicke,and fprightfall 
As fire;and more detightfull:. | * 
Thenthe ſtolne ſports of Locers, (2/42 121 


When night edrmaengengeryyi: bas alc” g 


7 
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Tudgement(adornd with Learning) 
Doth ſhine in her diſcerning, 
Cleare asa naked yeſtall 

Cloſdein anorbe of Chriſtall, 


Her breath for ſweete exceeding 
The Phenix place of breeding, 
But mixt with ſound,tranſcending 
All Natare of commending, 


Alas : then whither wade, 

In thought to praiſe this Ladie, 
When ſeeking herrenowning, 
My ſelfe am ſo neare drowning? 


Retire, and ſay; Her Graces 
Are deeper then their Faces: 


Yet ſhee's nor nice to ſhew them, 
Nor takes ſhe pride to know them. 


FINIS, 
Ben: bobnſon. 


